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"Where I come from in the Bronx, 
we all have dreams to make it big 
in something^whether it is music, 
haircutting, cooking, whatever. 
My advice: Rock Hard. Get Yours." 



Kid Capri, 
August, 1998 
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SEPTEMBEIim*VILUMEB, 



SPECIAL FIFTH ANNIVERS, 
JUICE ISSUE 



GENUINE JUICE 
Whi^ Got the Power? 

130 THE FRESH KING 

Don't let tilt big cars fool you 
-Will Smith is no Dumbo. 
By Alike Soger. 

Pholographs by Michael 0 'Neill/Oi 

140 LADIES SINETHE BLUES 

A letter to Mar>- J. Bligc, and why 
Erykah Badu 'j'on'lbe moving to 
Arrested Developmentville 
By Toure. Photographs by Dan Chi 

and Kcrin Weslinberg 

lABBEiffYOUDOWH 

When the underground crashes intd'the 
mainstream: S.H. Fernando Jr. explores 
the worlds of RZA, Tricl^', and Timbaland 
lUuslralionh Y'ishai Minkin. Phnlographs 
by JeffDunas and Mark Borlhwick 

ISniHETBEACHEBDUSTVni 

Can Master P make Snoop Dogg say 
Uungh} By Cheo Hodari Coker. .■ 
Photograph by Patrick Cariou 

IMWEWMt— EMBHt 

This is not your Momma's R&B? 
By James Hunter 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNIN 
Causes Lung Cancer, Hear 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy 



11 my- "tai 05 mg. nicotine^ per aaaretteb'^iir. 
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|IKf ( Unassigned Seating 
(7TO(MaleCellulite 
f l^il (Condiment Abuse 
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lit WMTS JUICE? 

Follow the leader. By Danyet Smith 
Five Years of VI BE." 

17IP0WB MOVES 

Prince Naseem Hamed. Venus and Serena Williams. Canibus. 
Missy "Misdemeanor" Elliott. Mark Wahlberg. Mariah Carey. 
Livan and Orlando Hernandez. Brian McKnight. Alek Wek. 

IMAGREJffDAYIWHIPHOP 

Pholoi^idpln hy Piuli Sikora. Plus: a" feels the healing. 

IBCHECK THE RESUME 

Marley Marl, Teddy Riley, Kenneth "Babyface" Edmonds, 
Bobby Digital, Dr. Dre, and Trackmasters-studying the 
studio supermen. 

MIT'S MOSTIY THE VOICE 

The most distinctive singers alive. 
By David Bty. Illustnilion hy Dan A del 

Ml MENACE TO SOCIETY 

Jimmu Bi travel s to East St. Louis, where one man's virus 
became a community's curse. Photograpljs by Andre 
Lamherlson/SABA. Plus: It Takes Two. By Leroy Whitfield 

ZIIMOTOWNILUr 

v^/an/.;,?/'/ raps with the legendary songwriting team known as 
Holland-Dozicr-Holland. Photographs try JeffDunas 

ZaORAIViAQUEEH 

Angela Bassctt: The VIBE d 

By Manohla Dargis. Photographs hy Dana Lixenberg 

Z?8 PLATINUM PUWHS 

Rancid reck of ska, punk, and reggae. 

Even Buju Banton's down. 

By Norm Arenas. Photographs by Joseph Pluchino 



ZMVIBAailON:LOVEDaUX[ 

For those who like to indulge. 
Produced Iry Emil W'ilbfkin 

mWSmL (RE) EHTHI THE DBAEON 

Everybody is kung-fu fighting. 

Photographs by Biilch Belair. Styling by EmU Wilbekin 

g52VlBESTYlE: LET THE MUSIC PLAY 

The brightest new soul stars. 
Photographs h Robert Astlry Sparke. 
Styling by Emil Wilbekin 

?MmFSTY//.yr!.IOHNRABTlFn 
ZKVIBEFACEiLil'Klin 

Photographs h -1 larc Baptiste. Styling by Emd Wilbekin. 
Set design Iry John Robinson 

2MBEAR: straphangers 



TRICKY: You've got his back. 

Photograph by Mark Borthwick; 

grooming by Eric Spearman for Zoti Illusions 



Savion Glover photographed by Walter Chin; styling by Emil Wilbekin; 
groonning by Vanessa Skutly for Makeup Forever charcoal wool and 
viscose three-button suit with pleated pants, and white cotton dress 
shirt, both by Emporio Armani. SEE THE DETAILS 




DEPARTMENTS 
4?HEWBUSmiESS 

A letter from the president. 
By Keith T. Clinkscales 

SDCOWTRIBllTORS 
syWDRDISBDiyP 
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73STaRT 

Gun Crjzy. By Carter Harris 

Plus: Killerjuice. Sweet Tliang. Juicy 

Juice. Celebrity Spins. Magic Money. The 

Battle Zone. Numbers Falling From the 

Slo'. Rockin' Rio. Death of a Gangsta? 

74'CHAIRMAN'S CHOICE. 

By Chairman Mao 

76 SOUND CHECK: Funkmastcr Flex. 
By Bobhito Garcia 

84 VIBE Confidential: Is DMX really a 

fighting man? 

90 liluminati Watch: luice. 

By David Br^' 

92 IN THE'MIX 

102 TUPH STREET: Crime Heights. 
By Bdiiz Maloiic 

104 C)OMEPlECE: Rodney King. 
As told to Ed Lcbowitz 

lOSPOWBI 

Melba Newsome on Driving While Black. 

IISNEXT 

KELLY PRICE: Mouth almighty. 
THREE 6 MAFIA: No sign of the devil. 
RACHID: What you've been missing. 
MOLOTOV/PLASTILINA MOSH: 
Fight the power. 

CLEOPATRA: The newer girl power. 

Z67VIBEARTS 

FILM: Underground Dame Masters. 
By RJ Smith 

270 DR. SNAKESKIN: Soul in the Hole. 

REVIEWS: Blade. Pi. Vk Negotiator. 

272 TV: ^'vcttc l.cc BoWicr. Tube lied. 

274VIBF.QUICKIE: 

Lisa Nicole Carson. 

276 WORD: Forty books you should 

have read already. 

278 TECH: WhvSiarTAC? 

"33REVOLimOHS 

Jcrm.une Dupri. Bykrisex 

Plus: Luther Vandross. M.O.P. Kane& Abel. 

History of Jazz. E-40. Kim English. Asian 

Dub Foundation. Xzibit. Monica. 

Monster Shack Crew. Sporty Thievz. 

Espcranza. Keepiit' It Real. The Shining 

Path. Cam'ron. Tyrese. MTV's Amp2. 

King T. Link. Corey Glover. Dr. Doolittle. 

Mix Master Mike. MC Lyte. 

288 BOOM SHOTS: Representing the 

Real Reggae. By Rob Kenner 

2QS BRILLIANT CORNERS: Sphere. 

ByK. Leander Vi'illuims 

298 HL Rl I MP: Vocal Samplui);. 

By Crisl/iia Veran 

^04 20 QUESTIONS 

3! 2 PROPS: The Juice Crew. 

By Chairman Mao 
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Fashion Director 
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Style Editor 


MimiValdds 
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Katina Lee 


New Media Coordinator 
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Editorial Director 


Gilbert Rogin 


That BLAZE Guy 


Jesse Washington 



Contributors 
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Photographers 

Ruven Aianador. Loienzo Agius, Kwaku Alston, Guy Aroch, B+, Marc Baptiste, Butch Belair, 
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rob Crawford, 23 wu Crawford, 24 freddie Crawford, 24 



nationality: (mother) korean, (father) african american 
place of birth: seoul, korea 
residence: lefrak city-queens, ny 
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a new nation. 
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1338 IMAUTICJX MALIBU TRIATHLON 

presented by PowerBar 

1/S Mile Ocean Swim • 18 Mile Bike • 4 Mile Run 
September SO, i558 • Zuma Beach, Malibu, California 




Proceeds from this event will benefit 

Elizabeth Glaser 



Pediatric AIDS Foundation 
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it the website at www.mesp.com 





Seven years ago, when we first started building Saturns, we discovered 
something really interesting. The federal crashworthiness standards all call for the 
use of 5'8", 179-lb. dummies. Which would be fine with us, except for one thing. 

Everybody deserves a safe car. Not just average-sized males. 

So, in addition to simulating crashes with the standard dummies, we 
simulate them with ones ranging from 45-lb. six-year-olds to 4' 11", 112-lb. females 
to burly 6', 234-lb. males. 

All these extra tests make life rough for our biofidelic (that's engineering 
lingo for really lifelike) Hybrid III dummies. But we know of no better way to 
make sure a Saturn's steel spaceframe bends where it's supposed to and doesn't 
bend where it's not. Or to figure out how to shape our seats to help prevent 
smaller folks from sliding under the seatbelts in an impact. 

It comes down to this. We like all the people who drive Saturns. We don't 
want to lose a single one. 



A Different Kind of Company. A Different Kind of Car. 

This 1998 Satum SL2 comes unth an M.S.R.P. of $13,195, including AC. retailer prep and transportation. Of course, options, tax artd license are extra. 
We'd he happy to provide more infortmtion at 1'800-S22-5000. or msit us on the Internet at www.satum.com. 61997 Satum Corporation. SATIRN- 
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Midwest Advertising Sales 
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Detroit Advertising Sales 
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Phat Farm 




Coming This Fall... 
Russell Simmons' Oneworld Music Beat/Phat Farm Sweepstakes Contest 

For Further Details Stay Tuned For Russell Simmons' Oneworld Music Beat Weekly TV Series - Premieres In September 

Check Your Local TV Listings For Time And Channel 

music bcmt 
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Old Media has hit an iceberg. And Old Media czars sit 
calmly on the decks of their struggling luxury liners 
wondering where exactly you all are going. 
We know where you're going. You're going to music. 
You're going to the Internet. You're going to MTV and to 
Soiilh Pttrk, to Tlie Pritclice and to Yahoo! You're 
watching the X Games, TIk X-Files, and the nearly X-rated 
version of the Jerry Springer Show. You treat fun and 
passion for life as precious commodities that should always 
be celebrated. You have spoken, VIBE reader, and your 
voice has propelled this magazine from a readership of 
100,000 to 600,000 in five years. From this moment 
forward, all media will h.ive to adjust the manner in which 
they cover the world we bring you in VIBE. 

And VIBE represents more than a magazine. VIBE is a 
successful "mediopolis." We established VIBE Music Sem- 
inar In 1995; now we've expanded the venture to include 
two regional seminars-with more coming in 1999. We con- 
duct events all over the world—from New York to D.C. to 
Chicago to L.A. to Milan. We even rock Orlando's Walt 
Disney World once a year. Our Web site, ww^v.vibe.com, 
continues to expand both in consumer reach and techno- 
logical potential. In 1997. we purchased the 13-year-old .SPIN 
magazine to create VIBE/SPIN Venmres; together these mag- 
azines represent the broad spectrum of the music game. We 
established a late-night television sliow-and lost the battle. 
But we'll be damned it we lost the war. Greatness requires 
failure for nourishment; we've taken that medicine, and 
we'll grow stronger from it. This very month we'll launch 
our first spin-off from the VIBE family: BLAZE. Our mis- 
sion for this new magazine is unwavering; to establish a new 
standard for hip hop journalism in the world. 

In addition to founding editor-in-chief Jonathan Van 
Meter and former editor-in-chief Alan Light, there are five 
individuals worth special consideration; Quincyjones, for 
the \ision-and for having a career that serves as the life plan 
for VIBE. Wunderkind media executive Robert Miller, for 
the courage and foresight to launch VIBE while he was at 
Time Inc. and for investing in VIBE again with the 
creation of VIBE/SPIN Ventures. John Rollins, for being 
a publishing gentleman and scholar. Editor-in-Chief Danyel 
Smith, for being Idea Person Supreme and tor always mak- 
ing the tough decisions. And lastly, Gilbert Rogin, a sea- 
soned veteran who has provided this and many other mag- 
azines with years of first-rate direction. 

VIBE is an amazing book, a media source created by and 
for the best people in the world; Young people. Smart peo- 
ple. Music lovers. Culture creators. We at 215 Lexington 
think this magazine is the absolute best. 

We should tell you, though, since you like to be up on 
stuff early; Do wish us a happy fifth anniversary— but know 
that we're just getting started. 




Keith Clinkscales, president and CEO 
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MOSCHINQ 



MOSCHINO BOUTIQUE 
803 Madison Avenue 
362 N. Rodeo Drive 

SAKS FIFFH AVENUE 

MACT'S 
New York. San Francisco 

VIZLTU 
Philadelphia 
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If you're H/V+, 




Being HIV+ 
isn't easy. 

It's a daily challenge that 
can take all you've got. 
It helps to have an advantage 
- to lighten your load and 
keep you going. Federal 
healthcare guidelines now 
call for including a 
potent protease inhibitor 
as part of combination 
treatments to fight HIV. 
Consider these reasons to 
make the protease inhibitor 
CRIXIVAN the foundation 
of your treatment regimen. 

CRIXIVAN is a protease 
Inhibitor that fights HIV. 
CRIXIVAN can help 
reduce the chance of 
illnesses and death associated 
with HIV CRIXIVAN can 
also help lower the amount 
of HIV in your body 
(called "viral load") and raise 
your CD4 (T) cell count. 
Some patients may not 
experience these effects. 
CRIXIVAN is not a cure for 
HIV or AIDS. 



showed people taking 
CRIXIVAN in triple 
therapy lived longer 
and experienced fewer 
opportunistic infections, 

Recent year-long research 
conducted by the 
National Institutes of Health 
(Protocol ACTG 320) 
studied over 1.000 patients 
and confirmed results 
from another study. 

The group of patients receiving 
CRIXIVAN along with 3TC 
and AZT achieved a reduction 
in deaths and AIDS-defining 
illnesses over those taking 
3TC and AZT alone. 
This reduction was significant 
enough for the NIH to 
recommend the study be 
stopped, so that all participants 
could benefit from the findings. 
Because the study was ended 
early, there was insufficient 
data to determine the 
statistical impact of 
CRIXIVAN on survival. 



CRIXIVAN in triple 
therapy continues to 
hold serum viral load 
down below the limit 
of detection at the 
one year mark. 

In a separate, ongoing 
landmark study, over 90% 
of the 31 patients receiving 
CRIXIVAN. AZT and 3TC 
reduced their HIV serum 
viral load below the limit 
of detection after 24 weeks 
(as measured by available 
tests; the virus may still 
be present in other 
organ systems). 

Importantly, the limited 
number of patients who 
chose to stay with the 
study for longer periods 
of time maintained these 
results through the one 
year mark. 



CRIXIVAN is generally 
well tolerated. 

CRIXIVAN can be taken with a 
light meal or on an empty stomach. 
There are side effects associated 
with protease inhibitors in general 
and CRIXIVAN in particular 
Some patients treated with 
CRIXIVAN may develop kidney 
stones. For some, this can lead to 
more severe kidney problems 
including kidney failure. Drinking at 
least 6 glasses of water each day may 
help reduce the chance of forming a 
kidney stone. Other side effects 
reported include rapid breakdown of 
red blood cells and liver problems. 
There are some common medications 
andAIDS-related medications you 
should not take with CRIXIVAN. 
Discuss all medications you are taking 
or plan to take with your doctor. 

As with other protease inhibitors, 
increased bleeding in some patients 
with hemophilia and increased blood 
sugar levels or diabetes have been 
reported. Please read the following 
page for detailed information on 
side effects and dosing. 
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CRIXXVAN may help you // ve 

a longer, healthier life 




CRIXIVAN is the 
number one choice 
of doctors.* 

CRIXIVAN is prescribed 
for more patients than any 
other protease inhibitor. 
With this commitment to 
CRIXIVAN comes a 
commitment to product 
improvements and further 
research in the battle 
against HIV CRIXIVAN is 
being studied in a broad 
range of patients and in 
many different combinations. 
Ask your doctor for the 
latest news and developments. 

•IMS America; 3/95 -2/98. 



Focus on the rest 
of your life. 

Learn all you can about 
HIV therapy Talk w/ith your 
doctor Stay informed and 
stay the course. With 
viral load below the limit 
of detection and an increase 
in CD4T-cells.it's easier 
to look forward to the future 
with confidence. 

Phase read tim following page 
for more detailed ir)formation 
about mXIVAN. 



Remember to 
ask your doctor 
about CRIXIVAN. 




CRIXIVAN 

!(indinavir sulfate) 



Capsules 



O MERCK www.crixlvan.com 




Going the distance. 



CRXIVAN' 

"^sslindinavir sulfate) 



Capsules 



Patient information about CRIXIVAN' (KRiK-sin-van) 

lorllU (lliiiiiaii liinimiKKli'ticiuiiCTVinis) liileciiiiii 
Generic name; indinavir (in-l)Ill-niih-vwr) sulfate 




Please read ths intonnatai before you start taking CRIXIVAN. Also, you should read the Information included with CFilXIVAN each time you recew your preschption, just in case anything has changed. 
Itementier, this infomiation does not take the place of careful discussions v»ilti your doctor. You and your doctor should discuss CRIXIVAN when you start lal^ng your medication and at regular checkups. 
You shouk) remain under a doctor's care when using CRIXIVAN and shoukl not change or stop treatment without first talking with your doctor. 



What is CRIXIVAN? 

CRIXIVAN Is an oral capsule used lor ttie treatment ol HIV (Human Immunodefkslency Virus). 
HIV Is the virus that causes AIDS (acquired immune defkaency syndrome). CRIXIVAN is a tyiie of HIV 

drug called a protease (PRO-tee-ase) inhibitor. 

Mow does CRIXIVAN work? 

CRIXIVAN is a protease inlilbitor that fights HIV. CRIXIVAN can help reduce your chances ol getting 
illnesses associated witti HW. CRIXIVAN can also help lower the amount of HIV in your body (called "viral 
load") and raise your C04 (T) cell count. CRIXIVAN may not have ttiese effects in all patients. 
CRIXIVAN is usually prescribed with other anii-HIV drugs such as ZDV (also called AZT), 3TC, ddl, ddC, or 
d4T. CRIXIVAN vrorks differently from these other anti-HIV drugs. Talk with your doctor about how you 
should lake CRIXIVAN. 

CRIXIVAN has been studied ki adults. The safety and effectiveness of CRIXIVAN in chiMren and adolescents 
have not been established. 

How Should I take CRIXIVAN? 
There are six important things you must do to help you benefit from CRIXIVAN: 

1. Take CRDOVAN capsules every day as prescribed by your doctor. Continue taking CRIXIVAN unless yai 
doctor tells you to stop. Take the exact amount ot CRDOVAN that your doctor lets yoj to late, nght from De very 
start. To help make sure you will benefit from CRIXIVAN, you must not skip doses or lake "dmg holidays.' 
II voj don't late CRMVAN as presoibed, Ihe actwity of CRIXIVAN may be reduced (due lo resislanoe). 

2. Take CRIXIVAN capsules every 8 hours around the clock, erery day. II may be easier 
to remember to take CRIXIVAN if you lake it at Ihe same lime every day If you have questions about 
when lo take CRIXIVAN, your doctor or health care provider can help you decide what schedule 
wortis for you. 

3. If you miss a dose by more than 2 hours, wait and then take the next dose at the regularty 
scheduled time. However, if you miss a dose by less than 2 hours, take your missed dose immediately. 
Then take your next dose al the regula/ly scheduted lime. Do not lake more or less lhan your prescnbed 
dose of CRIXIVAN at any one time. 

4. Take CRIXIVAN with water. You can also take CRIXIVAN with other beverages such as sigffl or non-fat 
milk, juice, coffee, or lea. 

5. Meally, take each dose ol CRIXIVAN wKtiout food but with water at least one hour before or two 
hours after a meal. Or you can take CRIXIVAN with a light meal. Examples of light meals include: 

- dry least with jelly, juice, and coffee (wiOi or non-fat milk and sugar if you want) 

- corn flakes with §k!m or non-fat milk and sugar 

Do nol lake CRIXIVAN at the same time as any meals that are high in calories, fat, and protein 
(lor example — a bacon and egg breakfast). When taken at the same lime as CRtXWAN, these foods 
can interfere with CRIXIVAN being absortsd into your bloodstream and may lessen its effect. 

6. K is critical that you drink at least six 8-ounce glasses of liquid (preferably water) throughout 
the day. every day. CRIXIVAN can cause kidney stones. Having enough fluids in your body 
should help reduce Ihe chances o( terming a kidney stone. Call your doctor or other health care 
provider if you develop kidney pains (middle to lower stomach or back pain) or blood in the urine. 

Does CRIXIVAN cure HIV or AIDS? 

CRIXIVAN is not a cure for HIV or AIDS. People taking CRIXIVAN may still devetop infections or other conditions 
associated with HIV Because of this, it is very important for you to remain under the care of a doctor 
Although CRIXIVAN is not a cure for HIV or AIDS. CRIXIVAN can help reduce your chances of gelling illnesses, 
including death, associated with HIV. CRIXIVAN may not have these effects in all patients. 

D oes CRIXIVAN re duce the risk of passing HIV to others? 

CRIXIVAN has nol been shown to reduce the risk of passing HIV to others through sexual contact or blood 
contamination. 

IWio Should not take CRIXIVAN? 

Do nol take CRIXIVAN if you have had a senous allergk; reaction to CRIXIVAN or any of its components. 
What oth » medical problems or conditions should I discuss with my doctor? 
Talk to your doctor if: 

■ You are pregnant or if you become pregnant while you are taking CRIXIVAN. We do not yet know how 
CRIXIVAN affects pregnant women or their developing babies. 

■ You are breast-feeding. You shoukl stop breast-feeding if you are taking CRIXIVAN. 
Also talk to your doctor if you have: 

■ Problems with your liver, especially if you have miki or moderate liver disease caused by cirrhosis. 

■ Problems v«th your kidneys. 

■ Diabetes 

■ Hemophilia 

Tell your doctor about any medteines you are taking or plan to take, including non-prescription medicines. 



BIAXIN* (clarithromycin) 
isoniaod (INH) 

ORTHO-NOVUM 1/35' (oral conhaceplive) 
ZERrr* (stavudme, d4T) 



Can CR IXIVAN be taken with other medi cations?" 
Drugs you shouk) not take with CRIXIVAN: 

SELDANE" (tertenadine) HISI^ANAL* (aslemizole) 

VERSED* (midazolam) HALCION* (triazolam) 

PROPULSID* (cisapride) Ergot medications (e.g., Wigraine" and CafergoT) 

Taking CRIXIVAN with Ihe above medicatk>ns could result in serious or life-lhreatenino problems 

(such as irregular heartbeat or excessive sleepiness). 

In additkin, you should nol take CRIXIVAN with rifampin, known as RIFADIN", RIfAMATE', RIFATER', 
or RIMACTANE*. 

Drugs you can take with CRIXIVAN include: 

RETROVIR" (zidovudine, ZDV also called AZT) 
TAGAMET* (dmeddine) 
DiaUCAN' (fluconazole) 
EPIVIR" Oamivudine, 3TC) 
BACTRIM"/SEPTRA" (IrimelhoprinVsulfamelhoxazole) 

VIDEX" (didanosine, ddl) — It you take CRIXIVAN v«lh VIDEX". lake them al least one hour apart. 
MYCOBUTIN' (rifabutin) — If you take CRIXIVAN with MYCOBUTIN", your doclor may adjust both 
the dose ol KfYCOBUTIN and the dose ol CRIXVAN. 

NIZOfWL" (ketoconazole) — If you take CRWAN with NIZORAL', your doctor may adjust Die dose of CRIXIVAN, 
Talk to your doctor about any medications you are taking. 
What am the possible side effects of CRIXIVAN? 

Like all orescriotion drugs. CRIXIVAN can cause side effects. The following is not a complete list of 
side effects reported with CRIXIVAN when taken either alone or with other anti-HIV dnjgs. Oo not rely on 
this page alone for infomiation about side effects. Your doctor can discuss with you a more complete list 
ol side effects. 

Some patients treated with CRIXIVAN developed kidney stones. In some of these patients this led to 
more severe kklney problems, including kidney failure or inflammation ol the kidneys. Drinking at 
least six 8-ounce glasses of liquid (preferably water) each day should help reduce ihe chances o< 
forming a kklney stone. Call your doctor ot other health care provider if you develop kidney pains (middle 
to lower stomach or back pain) or blood in the urine. 

Some patients treated with CRIXIVAN have had rapid breakdown of red blood cells (hemolytk; anemia) 
which in some cases was severe or resulted in death. 

Some patients treated wiOi CRIXIVAN have had liver problems including liver failure and death. Some patients 
had oltier illnesses or were taking other dnjgs. It is uncertain if CRIXIVAN caused these liver problems. 
Diabetes and high tilood sugar (hyperglycemia) have occurred in patients taking protease inhibitors. In 
some ol these patients. Ibis led to ketoacidosis, a serious condition caused by piioriy controlled blood 
sugar Some patients had diabetes belore starting protease inhibitors, others did not. Some patients 
required adjustments lo their diabetes medication. Ottiere needed new diabetes medication. 
In some patients with hemophilia, increased bleeding has been reported. 
Clinical Studies 

Increases In bilirubin (one laboratory test ot liver lunction) have been reported in approximately 10% of 
patients. Usually this finding has not been associated ivith liver problems. However, on rare occaskms, a 
person may develop yeltov/ing of the skin and/or eyes. 
Side elfecis oaumng in 2% or more of patients included: abdominal pain, 
fatigue v weakness, flank pain, feeling unwell, nausea, diarmea, vomiting, 
acid regurgitation, loss of appetite, dry mouth, back pain, headache, 
trouble sleeping, dizziness, taste changes, rash, upper respiratory 
inlectan. dry skjn, and sore throat. 
Swollen kidneys due to blocked urine Now occurred rarely. 
Maikeling Experience 

Other side effects reported since CJflXIVAN has been marketed 
include: abdominal swelling: inflammatkxi ot Ihe kidneys: inaeased 
fat appearing in areas such as the neck, abdomen, and back: 
change in skin color: severe skin reactions: hair kiss: crystals in 
the urine: and allergic reactions. 

Tell your doctor promptly about these or any other unusual symptoms. 
If the conditior persists or worsens, seek medkal atlentmn. 

How should 1 store CRIXIVAN capsules? 

■ Keep CRIXIVAN capsules in the bodle they came in and at room 
temperature (59°F-e6°F). 

■ Keep CRIXIVAN capsules dry by leaving Ihe small desiccani 
"pilkM' in Ihe bottle. Keep the bottle closed. 



TMs medication is prescribed tor a particular condition. Do not use it for any ottter condition or give it to aaytwdy else. Keep CBIXIVM and all medicines 
out ol ttie reach of cfiiidren. if you suspect that more than the prescribed dose of this medicine has been taken, contact your local poison control center 
or emergency loom Immediately. 

This prawdes a summsv at inlormalion atnut CRIxr/AN 11 you have any questions or coicems atxxil enher CftlXlVAN or HIV, tak lo your dodor. 
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Blazed so hot, it's still smokin'. 

The biggest celebration of Blacic Music l\/lonth in America blazed brighter than ever this June. 
Shout outs go to Charii Baltimore & Cam'Ron, Public Announcement, Jagged Edge, Sam Salter, 
Sylk-E. Fyne, Yo Yo, Lord Tariq & Peter Gunz, Goodie Mob, Gang Starr, Brand Nubian, Davina, 
69 Boyz, A Tribe Called Quest, Keith Washington, Tyrese, John Forte, 
Off Balance and Kelly Price. Pleasure Island was proud to have 'em in the house. 
And next year, VIBE Live! gets even hotter. Until then, peace. 



PLEASURE ISLAND 



Walt Disney Worldo. 
www.downtowndisney.com 

Under 16 must be accompanied by a parent or (egal guardian. Valid I.D. required. OOisney K02S0063 
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of flat colour. 



Introducing 



Colour so multi-faceted. 
It shimmers. 

Crystal pure colorants. 

Undiluted and clean. Un-flat. Un-matte. 
And filled with double highlights — 
for shimmering highs and lows. 
Won't wreck or ravage hair 
For first-timers or nth-timers. 
Brilliant diversity. What to wear? 

The new language of colour. 



PARIS 



Feria 



I No 

maKes appointment 
it easy: I needed. 

Gentle, Gel-Based Formula Virtually drip-free, totally easy. 
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Mike Sager enjoyed a light brunch with Will Smith (page 
1 30) and watched him tee off on the lawn of his Cali- 
fornia home. "Will is what he appears on the large and 
small screen — Fresh Prince meets Bad Boys' says 
Sager, an award-winning journalist who's written for 
Esquire. GO, and Rolling Stone. All the same, Sager 
says he didn't really know that hepersona//y had |uice 
until a certain VIBE editor called htm from Cannes at 4 
a.m. to ask him to do this story. No doubt, that's clout. 



"Lisa Nicole Carson (page 274) was very sexy." says lensman 
Tony Ward. "I wanted to bring out her beauty and intense 
eroticism . " Believe it or not. Ward began as a corporate photog- 
rapher before ditching that uptight environment to focus on 
erotica. Ward, who also shoots fashion for VIBE ("color me bad." 
April 1 995). has just completed a t)ook of sensual photos, Obses- 5 
sions (Edition Stemmie). It's due next month, as is his first ? 
documentary, ViewFinder. He's definitely too sexy (or his shirt. = 





Jimmie Briggs headed home to St. Louis for his account of a 
local player named Boss Man (page 208) who infected 
dozens of women with the AIDS vims — before his murder. "I 
did this story because I've met so many young people who 
areHIV- positive," says Jimmie. "I realize that black people's 
biggest problem is no longer violerKe, but unprotected sex. " 
This Boogie Down Bronx resident has interviewed everyone 
from Nelson Mandela to Rudolph Giuliani for publications tike 
Emerge. Life, and The New York Times Magazine. 



He's seen Enter the Dragon a million times, so shooting 
even pseudo-martial arts masters (page 244) was nothing 
but pure pleasure for Butch Belair. "When I was twelve, I 
practiced Kenpo for four years," says Belair, who gets little 
sleep these days between his 1 2-hour workdays and his 
passion for painting and sculpting. His photographic visions 
have appeared in L/s , ESPN. Fortune, and Glamour. He also 
shot our dreamy Usher cover (June/July 1 998). 
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Talk about sisters getting it-iepbdone — VlBE's Executive Assis- 
tant to the EditOf-in-Chief , Raqiyah Mays, and Associate Muse 
Editor Minya Oh made history organizing this month's "A Great 
Day in Hip Hop" (page 1 89) photo shoot. "The tjest was nneet- 
ing those rappers who set the foundation for today's hip hop," 
says Mays, who began her VIBE career in 1 995 as an intem. 
Minya a veteran hip hop scribe, says the only difficulty she had 
was "being a director, t>aby-sitter, drill sergeant, negotiator, 
and fan all at once." When Minya's not deciding who will be 
VIBE'S next big thing, she's practicing tor her second career 
as a motocross champion. After all the sweat and long nights 
they endured during the "Great Day" project. Mays and Minya 
obliged Big Daddy Kane and let him take a flick with tt^em. 



I hose ar« the peeps who'vn 
beon m.ihirK) it happtni since 
Dnv One- Top row, Irom lott 
Kerth Clinksciiles (CEO/Pre;; 
iduni). loomird F Bnff>i'H 
(Associat« PiiWishtjf ), Joanim ■ 
Iriolo (Markelinq Oireclort, 
Katia Radloul wilh her son, 
Nk]H (Spoci.ii t vt>i>Is nif ecltx) 
Gcorne Pittr, (Director ot Pho 
tiKjfjphy), Rol>ert Kenrn?i 
(Fi\ltufi!S F<lit<ir». Boiu Miilone 
(Conslqltero in the can). Dana 
SacluH (Circulatrort Direclor), 
Rotlnrn row. from left John 
Holhns (Publisherl. Eniil Wil- 
tx'kui (Fastiion fJtu.irtot) No! 
pictured: Alan Li<)ht (Cdilor- 
at La'tjel 
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FREE SPIRIT 

MAURICE HALL 



uuww.FreeSpiritJeans.com 




Spirit wIeaims 

GO AHEAD, TRY THEIVI OIM. 

Easy Fit BB8 .45 1 . SOS8 f/^ret/ 
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Sprite . 

pump it 
dump it 

Every month you'll be able to preview songs by new artists by t 

calling the following number and entering the number of the i 

song you wish to preview. Then you decide if it Pumps or ( 

Dumps. The following month we'll post the results and offer ^ 

new sniiciK for Sprite lovr'rs to Pump or Dump! 

212.796.DUMP \ 

13 8 67) : 

O-l •> Bone riiugs-N-Ilarmony ( 

JLd "War" . 



"War- 
Small Soldiers Soundtrack 
Dreamworks 

O -1 •> Cosmic Slop Sliop 
^ X O "Don't Tell Me" 
Da Family 

Mtume l\/lusic Group 

91/1 ■'ll'^t 

^ I TT "Can't IVIiss tUlo" 

Since Day One 

Superside Records 

k.llic .111(1 
"Time After Time" 
Am I IVIy Brother's Keeper 
No Limit Records 
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Like Wc Do" 
Straight No Chase 
Dreamworks 



Al'lcr (liiiliiii^ (he soiiji; rode voii can luiicli: 

5 Repeat a tune fSLrtt^ 

6 'o skip ahead |S» 
■jUr And the new three digit code I- 

number to hear another tune 

obey your thirst. 
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"She broke up the Beatles, 
the least she can do is keep 
the Spice Girls together." 

— Bill Cronin of Pleasantville, N.Y., on 'Yoko Ono, in a let- 
ter to the editor on his vote for the new Sptce Giri. Other 
suggestions were Marv Albert (Kinky Spice), Salt-N-Pepa 
CThey woukJn 't have to change their name"), and RuPaul 
(Surprise Spice). (Atew yoikOsily News) 

"My breasts seem to have a mind 
of their own. When you are 
watching the movie, you'll be 
able to tell when Ellen was here. 
Bing! She was there that day!" 

— Anne Heche on girlfnend Ellen DeGeneres's 
visits to the set of Six Days. Seven Nights. [Premiere) 



"No. I don't 
live in the 
building. I 
just bought 
drugs." 

—Former Stone Tem- 
ple Pilots front man 
Scott Weiland to an' 
NYPD officer when 
asked what he was 
doing walking out of 
an alley known for 
heavy drug dealing. 
Weiland was arrested 
hours before his 
scheduled sold-out 
concert at Irving Raza, 
N. r {New York PosI) 



"When I walk into a bookstore, I 
want to see my picture on tlie 
cover of every magazine, like 
Leonardo DiCaprio. He's, Wke, 
everywhere, and I'm not tired of 
him. I think that would be fun." 

— Brandy on her idea of a good time. 
(Los Angeles Times) 

"If I were black, I'd be with 
Farrakhan too.... Anybody who 
stands up against injustice is 
o hero of mine." 

— Bruce Willis, self-proclaimed amateur histo- 
rian, on one of his heroes. (George) 

"Hey,Bruce, stick to acting." 

— senior columnist Army Archerd. {Daily Variety) 



"Our worst fear Is not that we are inade- 
quate. Our deepest fear is that we are 
powerful beyond measure. It is our light, 
not our darkness, that most frightens us. 
We ask ourselves, 'Who am I to be bril- 
liant, gorgeous, talented, and fabulous?' 
Actually, who are you not to be? You are 
a child of God; your playing small does- 
n't serve the world. There is nothing 
enlightened about shrinking so that oth- 
er people won't feel insecure around you. 
We were born to make manifest the glo- 
ry of God within us. It is not just in some 
of us. It Is in everyone, and as we let our 
own light shine, we unconsciously give 
other people permission to do the same. 
As we are lit)erated from our own fear, our 
presence automatically liberates others." 
— Posted on the Internet and attributed to Nel- 
son Mandela's 1 994 inauguration speech, this is 
actually from Marianne Williamson's^ Return to 
Love. (HarperCollins.1992) 



Tve brought famHiq 
pictures to Fotomat 
and had them end 
up in newspapers. 
Sold from the pho- 
to-processing 
lab.... But I never 
signed anything 
that said I 
wasn't...human. 
anymore." 

— Jim Carrey on how he can 
relate to his character. Tru- 
man, in 7776 Truman Show. 
(Entertainmerrt Weekly) 



fromine 
vault 

MAY 1995 

"When everyone 
else was trying to 
act tough and grab 
their dicks, the first 
thing anyone ever 
heard me say on 
record was, Oh 
man, my eye! This 
guy just punched 
me in my eye for 
nothing." 

— Will Smith on the launch 
of his rap career. 
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Allz6 and VIBE brought out the best talent hum across the 

country with the Aliz6 Phat Trak Contest. Alize put the word 
out to the masses in the November '97 issue of VIBE that we 
were looldng tor the best original song featuring the word 
"Allz6." Contest entries flowed into VIBE from Long Beach, 
NY to Long Beach. CA as VIBE readers submitted their best 
tracks to become one of the three finalists and perform live 
in front of our celebrity judges and, hopefully, be the sole 
winner of recording time at Atlantic Studios and win a 
possible record deal with the label. 

The judging was tough, but ultimately, The Clientele of 
Cincinnati, OH won over the judges and the crowd at New 
York City's Cheetah to win the top prize. The next day. The 
Clientele, sporting the Aliz6 T-shirts by Pure Playaz. headed 
out to the studio to lay down a few tracks for a demo. 

LOOK OUT IN UPCOMING ISSUES OF VIBE FOR THE NEXT 
ALIZE CONTEST. IT COULD BE YOUR CHANCE TO PROVE 
YOUR SKILLS. 



CONTEST 



1. Finalist Biacl< Majll<, representing Tallahassee, PL, raised the root with a powemil, 
soul-stirring ode to Alize. 

2. Finalist LaRonda Ray's soothing voice flowed over her track "Sippin' the Ze" like 
Alize Red Passion on the rocks. 

3. Finalists and grand prize winners The Clientele had everyone in NYC's Cheetah Club 
doing the Alize bounce with their party track, "Alize/Cincinnati." 

4. Our three finalists. The Clientele, LaRonda Ray, and Black Majik, took a breather 
while the judges made their final decisions. 

5. Go, Cincinnati, Go!!! Before dashing to the studio to cut their demo with Atlantic 
Records, The Clientele took a minute to pose with (first row) John Rollins, Publisher, 
VIBE; LeRon Batchelor, The Blue House: (second row) Rob Tewlow and Phllmore 
Anderson, Atlantic Records; Robin Gibson, Corporate Accounts Director, VIBE; 
Lorraine Male, Marketing Manager. Kobrand. and Reggie Idlett of Kobrand. 

6. This star-making crew of celebrity judges lent VIBE their ears, making sure the Aliz6 
tracks were crazy phat!!! Clockwise from top left are: LaRon Batchelor, Lorraine Hale, 
Philmore Anderson, Robin Gibson, DJ Alamo, Kainon Jasper. Kenny Burns, and Derrick 
"D-Dot" Anqpip't'" 
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HIS WAY 

Usher works hard ("Aqua Fresh," 
by Alan Light, June/July]. I com- 
mend him and his mother for 
staying strong and keeping it 
together without a father/hus- 
band in their life. Stay focused 
and positive, Usher. 

Kanisha Yolanda Nebon 
Chicagi, IL 



I can't believe Usher doesn't 
write his own music and thatjer- 
maine Dupri writes it for him. 
People talk about Puflfy's sam- 
pling. At least he puts his own 
twist on the music and writes 
most of his own lyrics. Usher 
just dresses up the music with 
his baby face. I still like Usher's 
voice and music, but knowing 
that he doesn't write his songs 
is disappointing. 

Broken Linx 
Harkm,NY 

WHATSNOT'STUfFHOTLIKEKIHCHEE 
Some of the world's most excit- 
ing popular culture is coming 
from the Pacific Rim. Hong 
Kong thrillers and animc epics, 
PlayStation and Pokemon,Jet 
Li and John Woo, Pizzicato 
Five and Anggun— (here's no 
end to the talent and potential 
sitting on the other side of the 



The Usher cover was amazing. 
It's about time you got some 
male skin on your cover. 

LaShonda Bates 
Ft. Polk, LA 

RETROSPECTIVE BRING NIP HOP BACK 
The best thing about the past 
five years? The people in black 
and Latino communities who 
create hip hop have gotten 
more involved in the business 
end of the music industry, giv- 
ing them more creative control 
and, I hope, greater financial 
returns. I'm thinking of people 
like Wu-Tang, Master P, and all 
the underground kids who put 
their own joints out. The worst 
thing is that a lotta cats out there 
have forgotten that hip hop isn't 
just about business. Hip hop is 
an art form. There's more to it 
than looping four recognizable 
bars, bassing up the track, and 



"Not once did Mrs. Woods-Wright say she loved Eozy. She's 
so bent on convincing people she and E shared a true rela- 
tionship, she ends up sounding insincere." 



WHAT'S NEXT' MO' SOUL 
In the next five years, there will 
be an unprecedented interna- 
tional resurgence in spirituali- 
ty-a straight-out movement. 
I'm not talking about the stale 
religiosity whereby televange- 
lists tell you to touch the TV 
screen while they whisper insin- 
cere prayers for your hard- 
earned scrilla. I'm talking about 
a worldwide shift toward ancient 
spiritual systems that are rooted 
in knowing God and Self as part 
of the same continuum. The 
trend has already started, evi- 
denced by the immense popu- 
larity of books like The Celestine 
Prophecy, Deepak Chopra's The 
Seven Spiritual Laws of Success, 
and a book of Egyptian meta- 
physics called The Metu Neler. 
The high water mark will be 
when these Know Thy Self 
philosophies begin to spread in 
the powerful art form of popu- 
lar music. Erykah Badu has pro- 
vided a glimpse of the future. In 
five years, the Billboard charts 
will be dominated by a soul 
music true to its name. 

MidiaelDaUher 
Author, Picket Fence 
DK3m(forthcomin^ 



Pacific. And it's definitely 
primed for American con- 
sumption. Asian pop culture, 
once the province of recent 
immigrants and media fetish- 
ists, is slowly seeping into the 
mainstream, as Jackie Chan, 
Sailor Moon, and Tamagotchi 
attest. Dig deeper, though, and 
you'll find American aficiona- 
dos already attuned to the lat- 
est injapanese techno, Chinese 
rock, or Indonesian pop- 
Asians have absorbed Ameri- 
can and European music and 
given it a flavor all their own. 
But as much as I'd love to see 
what would happen ifjapanese 
pop star Namie Amuro was let 
loose on the American pop 
charts, I'm even more interest- 
ed in seeing what Asian Amer- 
icans will bring to the table. 
Anybody who reads zines like 
Giant Robot or checks out the 
Asian chat rooms online can see 
that AmerAsian culture is 
already beginning to percolate. 
Pretty soon, it will be hotter 
than kimchee. 

J.D. ConsiJine 
Fbp Music Critic Baltimore Sim 
Author, Van Halen! 
(William Morrow & Co., 1983) 



rhyming some brand names 
over the top. Granted, we 
shouldn't playa-hate someone 
just because (s)he is getting paid. 
But j ust because you make some 
money doesn't mean your 
music deserves respect. A record 
can sell a jillion copies and still 
be creatively bankrupt. For 
those in need of a refresher 



course on hip hop as art form, 
check out the Lyricist Lounge 
compilation or the new Hiero- 
glyphics record. You'll hear peo- 
ple in love with words and beats, 
intoxicated with the possibili- 
ties of creativity. That's a beau- 
tifiil thing, and all too rare in 
today's hip hop marketplace. 
Chris Bonastia (DJNodd) 
Member of Luan Collision, 
breakbeats crew (debut 1999) 

TAKIH llEAZy 

After reading "It Ain't Eazy" [by 
RJ. Smith,June/July], I noticed 
that not once did Mrs. Woods- 
Wright say she loved Eazy. She's 
so bent on convincing people 
that she and E shared a true rela- 
tionship, she ends up sounding 
insincere. And comparing her 
nude photography situation to 
Vanessa Williams's is ridiculous. 
If the girl was desperate, she 
could've gone to McDonald's. 
There's one hiring on every 
block. Bone Thugs-N-Harmo- 
ny's 1994 track comes to mind: 
"Foe the Love of $." 

Ijwis Clinkscale 
Okeechobee, FL 

WHAT S NEXT' REAL ART 
The shape of things to come in 
the music business is smaller 
and hipper. There's been great 
pressure for huge sales in recent 
years as a result of corporate 
merger mania. People who have 
no knowledge of or passion for 
music now own record labels, 
and the result has been a dead- 
ening sameness in what's out 
there for people to groove to. 




'0 



But opportunities still abound 
for entrepreneurs to operate 
underneath the radar by finding 
and creating new sounds and 
using new technologies to bring 
them to audiences desperate for 
something fresh. Marketing has 
become the art of the music 
business, but people are sick of 
being defined by what they buy. 
Forget the art of the deal. Give 
people something they can feeL 
Anthony DeCurtis 
Author, Rocking My Life 
Away: Writing About Music 
and Other Matters 
(Duke University Press, ig^S) 

flETROSPTCIIVTNEMWORIO ORDER. TRULf 
This is still sorta on the low, but 
the biggest happening of the 
'90s has been corporate Amer- 
ica's step up as actual govern- 
ment. The media's reducrion of 




YOUR BEST SHOT 



GINA Q. HALL MARLTON, N.J. 
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politics to saucy after-dinner 
stature may seem as ceremoni- 
al as the changing of the guard, 
but it's shockingly real. It's like 
a New York Times headline 
announcing that the folks who 
run the media have assumed 
control of the world. With con- 
glomerates owning sports teams 
as prominently as commercials 
hold down the nighdy news, we 
can now stop believing every 
troubling social development is 
a government issue. And com- 
panies from FUBU to No Lim- 
it can be held accountable as our 
capitalist representatives. The 
obvious downside is that regu- 
lar folks are just now getting the 
scoop; but with the rules of the 
game going public, the potential 
exists for more of us to assume 
our rightful place in the world. 

Donmll AUxajider 
SugWriter, ESPN Magazine 

It's sad that everyone is trying to 
make Tomica Woods-Wright out 
as a harlot. She could have sold 
Ruthless Records and ran with 
the money like most 'hoodrats. 
Why do people playa-hate the 
sister? She's just looking out for 
her and her children's best inter- 
ests, and, most importandy, her 
husband's dream. 

Kenneth Cohnn-El 
Marquelte, Michigan 



WHAT'S NEXT? BACK TO BASICS 
A change in the very way we mea- 
sure our lives. Think about it. In 
the millennium-approaching 
frenzy, we've been preoccupied 
with acquiring and conquering. 
Whether it's a job, money, or the 
Internet, fa.<;tcr, bigger, or better 
has been the goal. Our want to 
acquire has bred insecurity and 
the need to ask, "Who are we and 
who can we trust?" What's next 
is a search for peace, a refrigc, a 
place to stand. I see a retreat; to 
the garden, to our children, to 
our souls. It's not about where 
you are, but about what you're 
doing and with whom. 

Mary C. Cnrlis 
Features Editor, 
Charlotte Observer 



MA MOREHOUSE HAN 
Russell Simmons's reference to 
Spike Lee as a 'Westchester nig- 
ga" epitomizes the ignorance 
that keeps black people locked 
in a ghetto mentality ["The Last 
Temptation of Spike," by Craigh 
Barboza, June/July] . Everybody 
wants to decry the evils of 
racism. New World Order style, 
but no one wants to speak out 
against African-Americans' own 
self-destructive habits. Instead 
of supporting articulate, strong 
brothas and sistas, folks hate, 
criticize, and malign them, and 
say they're not "black enough." 
Meanwhile, we make million- 
aires of people who talk about 
selling drugs, pimping women, 
smoking weed, and shooting 
folks who look like them. 

Spencer Edwin Gould 
Chicago, IL 

RETROSPECTWE. CHILD'S PUT 
The best thing about the past 
five years, besides the birth of 
my son, is the explosion of infor- 
mation technologies. With the 
click of a mouse or the tap of a 
key, my son can enjoy the poet- 
ry of Langston Hughes, the art- 
work of Romare Bearden, the 
skills and commitment of Jack- 
ie Robinson, and the music of 
Miles Davis. (Also, we need an 
end to racism, sexism, poverty. 



dishonesty, faithlessness, greed, 
and irresponsibility. Please.) 

Allison J. Davis 
Via President, CBS Eyemark 

GHEnO-OlOGlf 

Goodie MOb are blazing ['Rev- 
olution Rock," by David Bry, 
June/July] . They call for social 
and economic empowerment in 
words we all can understand. 
These brothers are helping to 
reawaken conscious rap. It would 
be great to see these young lords 
on the cover of VIBE. 

James Thompson 
Irvinglon, NJ 

RETROSPECTIVE: NEW FLAVA IN VA EAR 
I never presume to predict the 
future, except to say what is 



always true: Ordinary people of 
every skin shade, sexual prefer- 
ence, and employment profile 
will continue to get fucked until 
they organize. In the absence of 
more spectacular options, labor 
unions are a good way to do that. 
If you don't think that has any- 
thing to do with music, you 
don't think much. When it 
comes to the past, two strictly 
musical patterns seem clear 
enough. White rock, the "alter- 
native" guitar band, had a great 
moment around 1994 and blew 
it. For the moment at least, that 
language is producing nothing 
new. Hip hop, on the other 
hand, seemed poised on the 
brink of self-destruction yet 
managed to heal itself Without 
repudiating the ghetto con- 
sciousness gangsta embodied at 
its best, it made room for a myr- 
iad of pop fusions (the Fugees, 
Pufly, Missy Elliott) and avant- 
garde experiments (tumtablists, 
freestylers, trip hop). Anyone 
who can foresee what will come 
of all these should stop wasting 
time on show business and save 
the world before it's too late. 

Robert Christgau 
Senior Editor, The Village Voice; 
Author, Grown Up All Wrong: 
75 Great Rock and Pop Artists 
From Vaudeville to Techno 
(Harvard University Press, 1998) 



TROUBLE AHO HEARTACHE 
Who does Ike Turner think he is 
["Unforgiven," by Ann Mar- 
lowe, June/July] ? He claims the 
movie What's Love Got to Do 
With //^exaggerates his abuse of 
Tina Turner. That just proves 
he's ignorant and doesn't want 
to take responsibility for his 
actions. It doesn't matter Aoie he 
hit her. He had no business 
putting his hands on her. He 
deserves no respect. He insulted 
black women when he said the 
only way to communicate with 
them was by putting fear into 
them. Communication and 
understanding have nothing to 
do with color. 

BrandiN. Williams 
Newark, DE 



RETROSPECTIVE: NEW SCHOOL 
Hip hop has incorporated other 
art forms like jazz and blues, edu- 
cating its audience and strength- 
ening its base. And the rap music 
industry has gained such huge 
financial visibility that all sam- 
pled loops must now be proper- 
ly credited to the original artist. 
When a young kid walks into a 
used-record store searching furi- 
ously for Howlin' Wolf (as sam- 
pled by the Notorious B.I.G.) or 
Grant Green (as sampled by A 
Tribe Called Quest), one thing is 
made surprisingly clear: This 
music has the power to inspire 
curiosity, and curiosity inspires 
knowledge. Hip hop continues 
to educate our youth and create 
a playground for creative expres- 
sion. The best thing about the 
past five years is that hip hop has 
become a universal language. 
And every individual within hip 
hop culture should do what they 
can to make sure that, as hip hop 
enters the new millenniiun, new- 
comers don't credit Snoop Dog 
with writing "La-Di Da-Di' [writ- 
ten by Slick Rick and Doug E. 
Fresh]. Enlighten new-schoolers 
as to what it means to "flow," 
"tag," or "uprock." Read the lin- 
er notes to your fevorite records 
to educate yourself and others. 
Knowledge is power, and 
through nurturing, preserving, 
and passing it along, we can 
ensure another five years of pos- 
itive and powerful hip hop 
growth. 

Bany Cole 
Music Supervisor, Clear Music 

RACE AGAINST TIME 

For you to imply that the urban 
drag racing frenzy was started in 
the early '90s by a tight-knit crew 
of Asian American boys in 
southern California is ludicrous 
["Racer X," by Kenneth Li, May 
1998]. I'm a Puerto Rican from 
Brooklyn and have been attend- 
ing drag races since the '70s. Peo- 
ple used to race cars all over 



Brooklyn, the Bronx, and 
Queens. I have relatives who 
used to drag race in the '50s. As 
for Estevez's [11.3] second run in 
his Honda Civic: very impres- 
sive. Big ups to him and his crew! 
BigManrty Concepcion 
Brooklyn, NY 

RETROSPECTIVL SPEAKING IN TONGUES 
The worst thing about the past 
five years is the glib/misleading 
language around race in the 
wake of Cali's Proposition 
209/227 rubble: "Leveling play- 
ing fields" and all the other cem- 
bali analogies used to converse 
about the give-and-take tread- 
mill we call our preprofi:ssional 
and, ultimately, professional 
lives; comments made, martini 
glass in hand (or, given the 
venue, plastic Solo cup with keg 
beer), about dissolving lines; 
Utopian why-can't-we-all-just- 
get-along talk spouting from 
people who are adopting "color 
blind" views for the very first 
time because it helps build a 
stronger foundation for their 
"things were better back in the 
day before quotas" argument. 
Those who are making these 
comments cetainly don't have 
a reputation for reaching out- 
let alone mining for under- 
standing across race lines. All 
this vague language waters down 
and makes nebulous what 
should be rigorous discussion 
about race. Couching intoler- 
ance in universal lovespeak, 
considering the racial rifts left 
to fix, is a crime against the col- 
lective state of mind. 

LyneB George 
Features Writer, 
Los Angeles Times 

WHAT S NEXT? RAH FUSION 
The past five years have seen 
some major setbacks regarding 
civil rights-the most recent 
being the ban on bilingual edu- 
cation in California. Yet a 
younger generation, having 



"Asian pop culture, once the province of recent immigrants 
and media fetishists, is slowly seeping into the mainstream, 
as Jackie Chan, Sailor Noon, and Tamagotchi attest." 
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SONY 



THE RECORDABLE, DIGITAL SONY MINIDISC. IT LETS YOU RECORD YOUR FAVORITE SONGS FROM 
YOUR FAVORITE CDS ONTO A 2.5 INCH DISC AND TAKE IT WITH YOU WHEREVER YOU GO. AND 
BECAUSE IT'S DIGITAL, THERE'S NO TAPE HISS. AND BECAUSE IT'S A DISC, THERE'S NO NEED TO FAST 
FORWARD OR REWIND. SONY MINIDISC IS THE DIGIT AL WAY TO REPLACE Y OUR CASSETTE TAPES. 
YOU KNOW YOU WANT IT. 



MAKE IT WITH MD. 
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grown up under the influence of 
hip hop and identity poHtics, is show- 
ing a boundary-crossing sensibility 
that points to a wild, syncretic future. 
In music, that means hip hop meets 
electronica,4neets world music, meets 
whatever you've got to throw into the 
mix. I don't agree with Senator Bul- 
worth that fifty-year-old white guys 
making it with foxy young black 
women is the future, but I do think 
that the surprising hybrids emerging 
from more spiritual, arrisdc, and intel- 
lectual marriages will define America 
in the coming century. 

A/inPowfrs 
Pap Critic, New York Times 

POOR RIGHTEOUS lEACHtRS 
The hip hop culture is slowly being 
killed by phony soda manufacturers, 
commercialized by sing-along karaoke 
rappers, and dominated by watered- 
out, radio-friendly production ["Bring 
da Rawkus," Chairman Mao, Start, 
June/July] . Fortunately, there are inde- 
pendent acts that continue to repre- 
sent the musical part of hip hop with 
the elements so many current big-bud- 
get rappers desperately lack: skills, 
innovation, and integrity. 

Tjod Cat 
Hartford, CT 

RETROSPECTIVE: REU MUSIC, REAL PAIN 
What's been positive about the past 
five years? Winton Marsalis's suc- 
cessful founding of Jazz at N.Y.C.'s 
Lincoln Center. Classical music is well 
preserved all over the Western world 
and has been for more than two hun- 
dred yean. Before Jazz at Lincoln Cen- 
ter, there were not many signs that the 
history of jazz in America would be 
assured such longevity. The future of 
jazz is another question enrirely, 
though. What's been negative about 
the past five years? The rise of gun cul- 
ture in American communities. Guns 
are everywhere. 

AUxa Birdsong 
President, Birdsong Productions 

FOREVER My lADY 

I'm mad at your tasteless comments 
about Jennifer Lopez [VIBE Confi- 
dential, Start, June/July] . The word 
"bootylicious," which was used to 
describe her, sounds like it comes from 
a pom video. Why go there ? Also, you 
assumed Jennifer got her Sony record 
deal because she was allegedly "roman- 
tically linked" to Sony CEO Tommy 
Mottola, meaning she gave up sex for 
a record deal. You don't even know if 
she can really sing. 

JoseR. Perez 
Canton, IL 



WHAT'S NEXT' DEPLETION 
Great stress on the global enviroS 
ment. Rising populations around the 
world want to live decently. They 
aren't convinced when the U.S. and 
other consumption-addicted coun- 
tries tell them to conser\ e rather than 
develop. Also, get ready for more hazy 
air and increased skin cancer, animal 
extinction, and fishbed depletion— 
unless we all get really busy cleaning 
up the planet really fast. 

AbePeck 

Associate Dean, MediU School of Jour- 
nalism, Northwestern University 
Author, Uncovering the Sixties; The 
Life and Times of the Underground 
Press, (Carol Publishing, iggt) 

mOF SOUl DIER 

Reading Bonz Malone's "Tuph Street" 
[June/July] made me think. Everyone 
makes mistakes in life; we just have to 
learn from them. Bonz learned from 
his experience, attained self-awareness, 
and became a teacher. Truth is to 
know, and to know is to change. 

Jaojuts Dupree Miranda 
Draper, UT 

ROMmmVE: KNOWLEDGE IS POWER 
The best and worst things about the past 

five years concern theever growing gap 
between the haves and the have-nots in 
America. It's terrible Ewcause more and 
more people are being made to suff er 
for the crime ot not having enough 
money. It's great because more and 
more people are seeing the injustice of 
that gap. Fired up by the revelation that 
the game is heavily rigged in favor of the 
rich-and further inspired by the rage, 
himior, and dope beats of contempo- 
rary rap— the average citizen is going to 
increasingly agitate to flip the script. 
That's why, among other things, union- 
ism is again on the rise. It's all gocxi. 

BiUAdkr 

Presidenl/Cofounder, Mouth Almighty 
Records; Author, Tougher Than 
Leather; The Authorized Biography 
of Run DMC (New American 
Library, i^Sj) and^p: Portraits and 
Lyrics of a Generation of 
Black Rockers 
^5;. Martin 's Press, ig^i) 



VIBE encourages mail and photo- 
graphs from readers. Rease send 
ietteis to VIBE MAIL, 21 5 Lexington 
Avenue, 6th Floor, New Vbrk, N.Y. 
10016 (indude your daytime phone 
number). Or send E-mail to vibe©- 
vit>e.com. Send photos to VIBE 

; YOURBESTSHOT(sameaddnBSs). 

I Includeyourfull name, address, and 
daytime phone numt>er. Lettets may 
be edited for lengtti and clarity. Pho- 
to submissions will become the pro- 
perty a( VIBE and wil not be lelunad. 
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GUN CRAZY 



Me. I got my first gun when I was twelve years old — not 
long after my mom and dad divorced. It was a thirty- 
eight-inch wood-paneled BB rifle that made a thrilling 
pop-pop sound when fired. Immediately after squeezing the 
trigger. I witnessed a change in my behavior. The same birds 
that had always gone unnoticed on my way to junior high 
suddenly became fair game. And even though pops told me 
never to point the gun at anyone, when a bigger kid on my 
blocl< insulted me and my sister. I made a point of firing a few 
rounds at him from the attic window. 

Lately, we've seen fair-haired youngsters with high- 
powered weapons doing far greater damage in once sleepy 
towns lil<e Jonesboro, Arl<ansas and Springfield, Oregon. 
In the wake of all the bloodshed, everyone's popping the 
same ol' question: "What's wrong with kids nowadays?" 
Armchair psychologists offer the same ol' answers: break- 
down of the nuclear family, absence of good role models, 
and, of course, the negative influence of South Park, so- 
called gangsta rap, and Quentin Tarantino movies. It's not 
that these explanations have no merit, but kids have always 
tortured squirrels — and each other. And, at least since 
1949's Gun Crazy, there've been charming big-screen 
teens to show how cool killing can be. 

What's clear, however, is that the accessibility of bigger 
and badder guns has made stopping a heart easier than 
ever. And taking your kid to shoot pop-up targets at the rifle 
range, as did the grandfather of Jonesboro's eleven-year- 
old schoolyard killer Andrew Golden, or buying your son his 
very own semiautomatic Glock. as did the father of Spring- 
field's fifteen-year-old assassin Kipland P. Kinkel, hardly 
seems wise under any circumstances. It's not unlike hand- 
ing a youngster a bottle of Jack Daniels and saying, "Drink 
moderately." The best instruction in the world can't stop a 
shorty caught in the spasms of adolescence from occa- 
sionally acting without thinking. 

I can recall exploding into pubescent rages, only to marvel 
later at the damage I'd done. Like most people, I discovered 
as time went on that words worked better than weapons 
when it came to resolving conflict. But if there was a shiny 
new 9mm within reach the day that kid dissed me and my sis, 
I might never have had the chance to learn that lesson. 
Instead, I'd be locked up. And there'd be one more dead body 
rotting in the ground. Carter Harris 




Chairman's Choice 

A monthly guide to the best independent record 
releases from VIBE's resident connoisseur 




tPack! Gimme the LootP 



Apart from the rise of llladelph instrumental- 
ists the Roots, the City of Brotherly Love's 
hip hop scene has felt little love since its mid- 
'80s heyday. On their most recent collaboration, 
"1.9.8.6." (Quake City Records, 215-564- 
5877), West Philadelphia's Rahsheed and III 
Advised featuring Paul Yamz unleash con- 
temporary regional perturbation over a noise- 
employed, retro-flavored track from the 
ubiquitous DJ Revolution (he of L.A.'s [KKBT] 
92.3 FM the Beat's "Wake-Up Show"). "Fuck 
bringin' rap out w^ith R&B as a back route / Like 
bad dice rollin' niggas / Always throwin' crap 
out" is the ill advice from III Advised. Chock-full 
of hometown pride, the fellas even send out a 
backward-masked shout-out to incarcerated 
Philly rap scarfaces Steady B and Cool C on 
the song's fade out. As Steady himself once 
said, in happier times: definitely serious. 

Los Angeles duo Self Scientific also yearn 
for rap's halcyon days on their sophomore 
12-inch, "Return" b/w "Sublevel Dominance" 
(S.O.L. Music Works, Inc., 213-857-1565). 
While producer DJ Khalil's somber guitars, 
airy vocal chorale, and meticulous scratching 
adroitly bring the melodrama, Chace Infinite's 
lyrics balance poor nghteous nostalgia against 
more playful boasts like, "Since before 
Antoinette was the boss / I've been making 
average MCs take a loss." Shake, rattle, and 
roll. God. The wordier, free-form flip features 
associates Don Crisis and Lao Fai flowing over 
equally abstract aural space-dust sprinkles. 
Still, there's enough room for some good ol' 
fashioned bluster from Lao: "Meditate it / Flip a 
style / Left them niggas shakin' / Rather fake / 
Like a Muslim eating pork bacon." 

Pigskin is all the rage, though, in Canton, 
Ohio — home to the NFL's Hall of Fame. How- 



ever, local rhyme hero Eclipse brings home 
some hip hop glory with his debut, "My 
Position" b/w "World Premiere" (Conception 
Records, 206-324-71 21 ). If the A-side's lazy 
funk bounce merely exhibits indie competence, 
its superior B-side is a genuine sleeper keeper. 
Eclipse fervently swaps old schoolish deliver- 
ies with his Toronto-bred cohort Arcee, while 
Seattle producer Jake One provides a groovy 
bass line and tight drum fills. This tasty, cross- 
continental package should induce more run 
than an espresso-and-Canadian-swine break- 
fast at Shoney's. 

Of course, when discussing national geo- 
graphies, Madlib of the LootPack knows 
what's important: "Whether you're in L.A., 
Texas, Trenton / Alaska, Nebraska, Japan / 
You hafta / Know the difference from a fake 
MC /To a real MC..." Undoubtedly, under- 
ground authorities are already well familiar 
with the Oxnard, California trio (rounded out 
by Wild Child and DJ Romes). Having made 
well-received production and/or vocal 
appearances on all three Aikaholiks albums, 
the LP follow their 1 996 debut EP, /// Psych 
Move (CDP Records), with a triple-sided sin- 
gle on the Bay Area's Stones Throw Records 
(408-631 -301 2). Though "The Anthem" and 
"Lost Art" jubilantly ridicule insincere rap col- 
leagues, the third spoke of this stellar trifec- 
ta, "Likwit Fusion," unites them with Likwit 
Crew pals the 'Liks and Defari for a loose, 
intoxicated romp through the rhyme cipher. 
Even as a guest, the endlessly entertaining 
Alkaholik J-Ro manages to set shit off with 
this most lasting visual image: "I get your body 
movin' like a sauna full of pirhanas / 1 even 
make your grandmama wanna hit the mari- 
juana." Now that's a party. 



Please send independent 12-inch wax to Chairman Mao, 
do VIBE, 215 Lexington Avenue, New York, NY 10016 



Vial Trial 



Sure, that little Hawaiian guy was 
strong, but what kinda punch can five 
liquid ounces pack? Here's a power 
gauge of the juiciest juices. By 
Jonathan Lesser and Larry Smith 
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Sobe "Wisdom" drink (w/ginkgo, St. 
John's Wort, andgotu kola supplements) 
Calories from fat: Zero 
Street price: $0.42 

Desired effect: Boosted energy, clearer think- 
ing, quenched thirst, and fx^aisrVi' dancing 
Potential pitfalls: Your hard-rock image 
Number of people it could kill: Zero 



Anthrax solution (bacillus anthracis 
spores mixed w/H20) 
Calories from fat: Zero 
Street price: $7 

Desired effect: Eradicate your enemies 
Potential pitfalls: Eradicate everyone 
Number of people it could kill: Every- 
one in one seventh of a square mile (that'd 
be 9,357 Manhattanites) 





Liquid LSD 

Calories from fat: Zero 
Street price: $39,200,000 (approx. 29,600,000 
bIotlerhitsat$2ahit) 
Desired effect: "I feel the Earth move under 
my tcct / I feel the sky tumbling down." 
Potential pitfalls: Like a holiday in Cam- 
bodia, one bad trip. Plus, may cause con- 
tractions of the uterus (so, ummm, don't 
drop acid when pregnant) 
Number of people it could kill: Zero. But side effects can be 
dangerous if combined with tall buildings (i.e,, "I beUeve I can 
tty'.'-Whooops...) 



Creatine body-building shake 

(wlone percent of milk) 

Calories from fat: 20 per serving (all in the mil 

Street price: $12.50 

Desired effect: 62 home runs 

Potential pitfalls: Swelled body equals 

swelled head 

Number of people it could kill: Zero (until 
further research is conducted) 



IT 





Sodium Amytal (truth serum) 
Calories from fat: Zero 
Street price: $2,752.80 (296 doses at $9.30 a dose) 
Desired effect: 'Yes, honey, I did sleep with the 

cashier at Wal-Mart. .She looked eighteen." 
\ Potential pitfalls: "Yes, honey, I did sleep with 
the cashier at Wal-Mart. She /ooAf;/ eighteen." 
Number of people it could kill: 
Exactly one 
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SOUND "I^^^SHHSHS" 

CHECK BObbitO plays the tracks; 
Funk Master FleXstates tne tacts 



Big Puns 



Lemme eat ya, lemme eat 
ya, Chaka Khan Chakalates! 



Chaka Khan has jokes! And a new line of 
sweet, chocolate somethings 



Wanna show that special someone 
they're your No. i sweet thang} Let 
Chaka Khan help. The former 
Rufus singer, whose fiery voice serenaded 
our hearts in tunes such as "Tell Me Some- 
thing Good" (ABC, 
1974), "Ain't Nobody" 
(Warner Bros., 1983), 
and "Through the Fire" 
(Warner Bros., 1984), is 
now enticing a whole 
other part of the anato- 
my. The everywoman 
turned businesswoman 
has introduced a line of 
candies called Chaka- 
lates, with a portion of 
all proceeds going to the 
Chaka Khan Founda- 
tion (benefiting women and children 
in crisis). 

While Chaka offers up such tradition- 
al confectionary fare as the assorted box or 
basket bouquet, she leaves her mark with 
the names of her treats. There's the 'Ain't 
No Bunny" line— as in "Ain't No Bun- 
ny.. .Loves You Better," a mouthwatering 




assortment of milk, dark, orwhitc choco- 
late rabbits. The three-foot "Ain't No 
Bunny.. .Does It Bigger"" guarantees a 
potent sugar rush to keep your boo up and 
going through the night. For the macho 
guy who questions 
whether real men eat 
mail-order chocolate, 
Chaka offers "Tool Me 
Something Good," a set 
of life-size edible ham- 
mers, screwdrivers, 
wrenches, and pliers. 

"I want people to feel 
the sweet sensation that 
comes from knowing 
; you've helped someone 
5 else," says Chaka, whose 
^ career has recently been 
jump-started by working and touring with 
the Artist. (Her new album, Com< 2 My 
House, is due this month. It will be on her 
own label. Earth Song Entertainment, dis- 
tributed by the Purple One's NPG Records.) 
To order Chakalates, call 800-99-CHAKA 
or log on at www.chakalates.com. Then 
open up and say, "Mmm!" Ayana Byrd 



li titreatlr iljectiie railiii if tke trily tiilest siaetkiiis 



Pineapple juice: Liquid sunshine down your gullet. 
Tingly aftertaste is like a bubble-tuth for ttie brain ceils. 

Cranberry juice: Nature's healer. Tart "n' tasty. 
Remember, ladies, a cranberry juice a day keeps the 
yeast infection away! 

Red wine: Sooooo sophisticated. Can be sipped in 
the middle of the day without incurring social stigma- 
lization. Hey. they do it in France. 

Sunny Delight: A miracle of modem science! Pun- 
gent, chemical bouquet tells us this stuff comes straight 
from a high-tech laboratory. Perfect for 21 sl-century 
cyborgs... Sunny Oeeeelicious! 




Funkmaster Flex is doing it. And doing 
it well. His show on New York's 
(WOHT) Hot 97 FM has more listeners 
than any other radio show In the U.S. 
Volume 2 (Loud) of his mix-tape albums 
has gone gold, while Volume 3 — fea- 
turing guest appearances by Erykah 
Badu, A Tribe Called Quest. Canibus, 
and Redman — will be released this 
month. What's more, he just signed on 
to host MTV Jams. Whut?! Flex's steel 
wheel of fortune just keeps on spinning. 

• L.L. Cool J — "Illegal Search" 
(Def Jam. 1990) 

F.F.: Reminds me of when Chuck Chill- 
out was screaming at me when I'd be 
driving him around. We used to deejay 

at (New York's) WBLS at the time. 




tall in the 
1 session, 
ur balls... 



B: I remember when you did the Def 
Jam Christmas Party in 1990. You 
asked to borrow my twelve-inch copy 
of L.L.'s "Jinglin' Baby" [Def Jam, 
1 990). And you didn't return It until a 
year later! It was all worn out.. .the 
sleeve was all nasty. Well, at least you 
gave it back. 

F.F.: That Christmas party was off the 

hook. 

B: I remember, like, twenty MCs got on 
the mike: LL. Onyx, Busta... 
F.F.:Kool Keith. 

• Morcheeba — "Part of the 

Process" (Sire. 1998) 

F.F.: This is some other shit right here. 



It sounds like someone is drowning — 
slow! 

B: It's Morcheeba, a group from Lon- 
don. Do you like it? 

F.F.: If I was crossing channels on the 
radio and heard this on the station, I'd 
skip right by it. 

B: I like this album a lot — it's pretty mel- 
low. Their live show is hot. So you're not 
gonna put them on MTV Jams'! 
F.F.: I don't think it's gonna happen. 

• Lil Louis — "French Kiss" 

(Epic. 1989) 

F.F.: Wow! "French Kiss"? Wow! 
B: This reminds me of that [old New 
York] club Redzone. 
F.F.: Yeah, with David Morales spin- 
ning. I used to play this song and "Silent 
Morning" by Noel (4tti & 
B'way. 1 988). Lisa Lisa & Cult 
Jam. and Shannon. This 
reminds me of DJ Red Alert 
too. He was breaking a lot of 
reggae. When "French Kiss" 
slowed down, Red would go 
into his reggae set. 

• EPMD — "Getthe 
Bozack" (Fresh, 1989) 
F.F.: EPMD is all hip hop, man. 
They're precrack, prefloss, 
pre-everything — just straight 
hip hop. Oh shit, this is the 
same loop that's in the DMX 
record "Get at Me Dog" [Def 
Jam. 1998). 

B: Wfienever I play this in a club, 
the crowd these days gets 
hype when they hear the first 
bar 'cause they think it's DMX. 
s but when EPMD start rtiyming, 
^ the younger kids get lost: the 
^ older cats are loving me. I 
I remember wfien DMX came up 
to my and Stretch's show back In '91 . 



• Toto — "Georgy Porgy" (Featur- 
ing Cheryl Lynn) (Columbia, 1 978) 
F.F.: This reminds me of an old Cold 
Crush Brothers routine. I don't care 
what nobody says. Cold Crush were 
such hip hop. And they were the worsf 
singers. That's what gave them flavor. 
The needle could jump, and Caz would 
find the beat anyway. No other crew 
could do that like them. 
B: This is Toto, the same group that did 
that song "Africa," and "Rosanna." 
F.F.: I didn't know it was the same 
group: they must've made "Georgy 
Porgy" by mistake. 
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Jock Rock 



A strong ear for talent: 
Mike Tyson 



Sports stars turned label brass keep going 
for the gold (and, after that, the platinum) 

From Madonna to E-40 to Mari- 
ah Carey to RZA, the success- 
ful business acumen of music 
aitists has been well documented. 
Lately, though, you're as likely to 
see an NBA player promoting his 
new artist as you are a pop star. 
Tyrone Hill of the Milwaukee 
Bucks recently signed a deal with 
the PolyGram Entertainment 
Group affiliate Platinum to dis- 
tribute his All Net Records label. 
Chicago White Sox slugger Frank 
Thomas co-owns Un-D-Nyable 
Records. Shaquille O'Neal (a plat- 
inum-selling rap artist in his own 
right) has started an imprint, 
TWisM (The World is Mine), 
under A&M Records. Suspended 
heavyweight champion Mike 
Tyson is looking fora distribution 
deal for his Tyson record label, home to the R&B band Protege, rap group 7th Element, 
and solo soul singers Tervanne and Doni. 

'*It always seems that athletes want to be rock stars and rock stars want to be athletes," 
says Melinda Newman, a senior editor at Billboard. "And [business-wise] the feeling is, if 
you've got an ear to the street, you can (discover new talent) . You don't have to be classi- 
cally trained. It's more of a fetling, or a vibe.' 

But it's more than just a love for music that makes athletes want to be impresarios. Hav- 
ing one's own business can be a declaration of independence as well as a chance to give 
something back to the world. "It's his way of taking charge of his life and doing the things 
he likes to do," says Tyson advisor JefFWald of the boxer's record label. "He wants to 
help some of these young kids avoid some of the pitfalls he encountered along the way." 

Tyrone Hill, 30, started All Net in his hometown of Cincinatti, Ohio after his younger 
brother, Aaron, approached him with the idea. "It's a challenge," says the six-foot-nine 





power forward of the public's perceptions. "Because when they see me on a basketball 
court, it's hard for them to see me as the CEO of a label that's about to blow up." The eight- 
year NBA veteran runs board meetings himself but acknowledges that he's still a novice 
in the music biz. "I don't think I have an eye for talent. But I try to get the right people 
around me who do have an eye." 

Being in the NBA has taught Hill how to manage money, he says. But owning a record 
company is a fmancial gamble no matter who's in charge. Hill has already learned some 
hard lessons. He made a mistake in marketing an artist named D-Meka as a gangster rap- 
per when that genre was fading out of style, and, 18 months ago, he had to drastically cut 
back the label's staff. 

But All Net seems to be back on track. The group Kompozur recently reached Nor.' 29 
on BiBhoarJ' s Hot Rap singles chart with the song "Take YourTime." And when D-Meka 
released her second single, "I'm a Real Lady (Sometimes a Bitch)," she reemerged as a 
sexy B-girl, a la Lil' Kim and Foxy Brown. Today, All Net's staff roster is larger than it's ever 
been. "I knew how tough this was going to be," Hill says. "But it's something I believe in, 
and I'mgivingit myall.... We'll be hitting them all the time." Chanisejona 



Power Trio 

Magic, Janet, and Jheryl get into the banking biz 



Magic Johnson 



That's Ms. Jackson, 
if you're banking 



Three of the entertainment industr)''s 
biggest names recently put their mon- 
ey where their mouth is. By investing an 
estimated $3 million in minority-owned 
Founders National Bank, Janet Jackson, 
Earvin "Magic"Johnson, and record execu- 
tive Jheryl Busby are adding major celebrity 
power where it is much needed. 

Through a newly formed company 
called JJB Partnership, the threesome pur- 
chased a controlling share in the bank, hop- 
ing that their names will enable the financial 
institution to expand into new areas such as 
the music and film Industries. 

Jhcrj l Busby, who has been on the board 
of trustees at Founders since April 1997. ini- 
tially spearheaded the three-way effort. 
"When you have two entertainers and an 
entertainment executive, I think that makes 



a significant statement," says the 
former Motown Records presi- 
dent, who currently heads up 
the urban music division at 
DreamWorks SKG. "This is the 
beginning of a real success story 
in terms of financial instimtions. 
The money [deposited] will go 
back into our community." , ^ 

Small, minority-owned banks 
have generally had a tough time 
in the financial game. That is especially true 
right now with big-money mergers taking 
place on a seemingly daily basis. (The recent 
Travelers Group/Citicorp conglomeration 
marked the biggest deal in world history.) 
Founders, one of only about three dozen 
black-owned banks In the nation, is deter- 
mined to change that. The California-based 




institution was formed in 1991 b>' a group 
of local African-American businessmen 
with a vision to make the Institution a 
prosperous part of the community. Bring- 
ing in local MBA students to work on 
minority-focused business plans and 
developing policies that discouraged lend- 
ing to liquor stores, the bank has proven 



Its commitment. So far, so good: In seven 
years. Founders has grown to hold Sioo 
million in assets. 

"We've found a niche, and now we're 
going to work very hard to develop it," 
explains Busby. "There's an opportunity 
now tor us to provide a service to an under- 
serviced community." VihoryaToback 
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Them's Fightin'Wopdsl 

Ladies may love him, but dudes have been waging 
war on L.L. Cool J for years and years and years 



KOOL 




"What the fuck! I thought I con- 
quered the world": L.L. still keeps 
an eye out for comers 



This past May, the Seagram Universal Music Group (Universal, MCA, Geffen, 
GRP, and 50 percent of Interscope) bought global record house PolyGram 
N.V. (which owns, among others, Mercury, Island, A&M, and 60 percent of Def 
Jam) from the Dutch corporation Royal Phillips Electronics. With a combined 23 
percent worldwide market share, the folks who also bring us Tropicana orange 
juice [Man, that shit is really not just for breakfast anymore] are now the biggest 
music merchants in the universe. One of the more interesting fall-outs from the 
mega-deal, though, is of a more personal nature. Def Jam recording artist L.L. 
Cool J (the most decorated battle vet in hip hop's long tradition of lyric warfare) 
could soon be invited to a company picnic along with his most recent MC neme- 
sis: Universal's Canibus. So, before the potato-salad starts flying, we thought 
it'd be a good time to give a brief history of General L.'s major campaigns. 

Willa Reinhard 




L.L. vs. Kool Moe Dee 

Round One: On the album cover of 
Hoa> Yii Likr Me Nowijwc, 1987), Moe 
parks his jeep right on lop of L. L.'s 
trademark red Kangol, while the title 
p track throws down a gauntlet; "I'm 
puttin' you on punishment / Just like 
a child / Never touch another mike / 
A ■ How ya like me now?" 

Round Two: L.L. parries with "Jack the 
Ripper" (Del Jam, 1989): "How you like »/f now / I'm gettin' busier / I'm 
double platinum / I'm watchin' you get dizzier." 
Round Three: Moe Dee goes below the belt on "Let's Go": "Jack the 
Ripper / Down with my zipper / You get paid to be a Moe Dee tipster." 
Round Four L.L. hands Moe a stinging fashion citation on 1990's "To 
da Break of Dawn": "Why do you prolong/ Songs that ain't strong / Broth- 
er, you're dead wrong / And the nerve to have them Star Trek shades on." 
Round Five: Moe Dec strikes back with 1991's "Death Blow": 'Slar Trek 
shades? / iMan, cut the joke / Let's get serious / And go Ibr broke / Now 
you're down to a broken L / Your records ain't hot / And your shows don't 
sell / Yo, tell 'em how you fell, L / Hard as hell." 

L.L. vs. Ice-T 

Round One: A skit in "I'm Your Push- 
er" (Sire. 1988) portrays L.L. as undesir- 
able on the street market: 'L.L. Cool/} 
Nah, nah. I don't want none of that. You 
can keep that, man!" 
Round Two: L.L. blasted back on "To 
da Break of Dawn": "I'm cool / 1 freeze / 
i-C-E / On your trail / And I'ma cut that 
ponytail / You little hip hop raccoon." 

L.L. vs. Canibus 

Round One: Recording a cameo verse 
for L.L.'s song "4,3.2,1" (Def Jam, 1997), 
newcomer Canibus mentioned his host's 
famous tattoo in rhyme: "L, is that a mike 
on yourarm? / Let me borrow that." 
Round Two: Apparently, the L-der 
took offense. After et/iting down 
Canibus's verse. Cool J responded on 
the very same track: "Tlie symbol on my 
arm is ofTlimits to challengers," he scolded. "You don't wanna borrow 
that / You wanna idolize." 

Round Three: With help from his producer, Wyclef Jean (as well as out- 
of-work boxer Mike Tyson). Canibus retaliates, scoring a direct hit with 
"Second Round K.O." (Universal. 1998): "You study my rhyme / Then 
you lace your vocals after mine / That's a bitch move." 
Round Four: Rushing "The Ripper Strikes Back" (Defjam) to radio sta- 
tions, L.L. lashes out at the upstart and his posse. "Forty-nine pounds and 
tryin' to be mobster / Run around town with the Bob Marley imposter/ 
Ask Canibus / He can't understand this." 

Wyclef weighs in 

At press time, Wyclef Jean has the last- 
and best— laugh thanks to his own radio- 
only response record, "What's Clef Got 
to Do With It?" Enlisting help from a 
supemiodel superfriend ("This is Naomi 
Campbell, chillin' with Wyclef / I just 
wanna tell ya, L.L., your record is wack"), 
the feisty Fugee pulls no punches: "The 
next time you wanna dis me for kicks / 
Get oft my dick / Go somewhere and lick your lips / Bitch." 
Ouch! That's enough to make LL. join the Peace Corps. 
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Cell Therapy 



Industry awareness and government legislation have been 
putting the squeeze on a juicy illegal business 



Street savant Percy "Master P" Miller 
didn't stray far from reality when he 
wrote / Got the Hook 6^/ (Miramax/ 
Dimension), his May comedy about cell- 
phone fraud, just last year, real-life high- 
tech hustlers scammcd the wireless phone 
industry out of half a billion dollars— a loss 
that makes Ma Bell one angry mother. 

"I call them^r//o businessmen," Psays 
of those who inspired the film. During a cel- 
lular-phone interview from Los Angeles, the 
media mogul's syrupy drawl underscores 
his point. "They smart. They masterminds. 
It*s just that they doing it the wrong way." 

Ever since hackers and phone phreaks 
started "cloning" cellular units in the late 
1980s, the wireless industry has been chas- 
ing after a criminal coterie that includes 
everyone from back-alley salesmen to some 
of the world's top engineers. Hiding out 
near freeway overpasses or mingling in 
cramped business districts, the folks who 
ftiel this underground business use hand- 
held electronic boxes called digital data 
interceptors to scan radio-wave frequcn- 
cies-litcrally grabbing registered cellular 
phone code numbers out of the air. These 
legitimate numbers arc then repro- 
grammed into stolen ornew phones using 
a modified microchip. 

"It's just as easy as using a Macintosh 
computer," says a 21-year-old southern Cal- 
ifornia native who sold fraudulent Moloro- 
la flip phones back in the mid-*90s. The 
former gang member, who says he's h ad .i 
hand in just about "everything" illegal, got 
out of the business when criminal Loni- 
petition peaked in L.A. and he reali/cd he 
was risking arrest out on the streets win 
his partner-a local college student who 
assembled the phones-was making the 
majority of the profits. 

"The college guys do it for the sanic re a- 
sons as the gangsters," he says of people li kc 
his computer-friendly cohort. "The clout 
to make money the fast way. You want 10 
be the guy that says, T can hook you up.' " 
Traditionally, law enforcement agencies 
have neglected those in the upp>er echelons 
of the trade, picking off, instead, low-level 
street salesmen like the characters in P's 
movie, as well as drug dealers, who use the 
phones for mobility. These days, though, 
the feds are playing hardball: President Clin- 
ton recently signed legislation that makes 
the possession of cloning equipment a fed- 
eral crime punishable by up to 10 years in 
prison for a first-limc offense, regardless of 
whether or not the equipment was actually 
used to clone a phone. The legislation comes 
on the heels of a House bill introduced 
Representative Sam Johnson, a 
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Republican who was billed for more than 
$6,000 of fraudulent calls after a doner stole 
his number. (When cloning occurs, legiti- 
mate customers receive the bill for illegal 
calls. But if the bill doesn't correspond to 
past usage records, the wireless carrier even- 
tually covers any unauthorized charges.) 



The industry itself is fighting back too- 
with harder-to-clone digital cell phones and 
new security measures for the 38 million or 
so existing analog cell-phone subscribers 
who still use high-risk analog models. *^e*re 
battling this twenty-four hours a day," says 
Tom McCIure, director of fraud manage- 




ment at the Washington, D.C. -based Cel- 
lular Telecommunications Industry Asso- 
ciation. "We've got 'em on the run." 

Indeed, methods such as "encryption" 
(scrambling a subscriber's airborn numeri- 
cal code), "authentication" (a "call and 
response" system in which legitimate 
cellular phones identify themselves to the 
company base by "answering" a digital, 
customized "question" correctly), and "fin- 
gerprinting" (using technology borrowed 
trt im the U.S. military, cellular companies 
ca n check a phone's unique frequency and 
verify whether a call is being placed from a 
cloned unit) seem to be doing the trick. 
A t ew years ago, peddlers of illegal phones 
could guarantee their customers 30 days of 
unlimited calls on a cloned account. Now, 
fraud can be detected and stopped in the 
amount of rime it takes to watch / Got the 
I look Up!, and cellular fraud-related losses 
have dropped from a high of $710 million 
m 1996 to $500 million in 1997. 

"Everybody was looking for the hook 
up," says P of his New Orleans environs a 
few years ago. "But a lot of people done got 
hunted for it." 

The risk, though, hasn't stopped the 
hustle entirely. Just a few weeks before the 
release of I Got the Hook Up!, police near 
Oakland, California launched one of the 
largest cell-fraud srings in the area's histo- 
r\ . After a month-long investigation, five 
suspects were rounded up in alleged con- 
nection with multiple cloning operations. 
Au thorities say the suspects planned to sell 
l^hones at $50 a piece and had stolen at least 
1 .300 cellular numbers. GTE Wireless csri- 
mated that it lost half a million dollars 
heeause of the scams. Such busts are few 
and far between because of the stealth 
nature of the crime, which usually requires 
mllaboration between wireless carriers and 
al police departments to track. 
"It's such a mobile operation," says 
Norbert Chu, the deputy district attorney 
handling the recent cases. "One guy can 
wreak havoc." 

Still, a combination of federal legisla- 
lion, lower wireless service rates, and bet- 
ter antifraud protection has caused some 
tee lino thugs to rethink their market. In the 
Silicon Valley, many have shifted from cell- 
phone fraud to stealing and reselling expen- 
sive, casy-to-conceal microprocessors, such 
as Pentium chips. 

Either way, it looks like crime in the 
future will never be the same. "Everybody 
knows," says the So-Cal ex-con, "you're a 
stupid motherfucker to go in and rob a 
-ink." Corey Takabasbi 
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Living Branile 



Entrepreneur Roberto Medina dreams impossibly 
big dreams — and makes them reality 



On Janunr>' 26. 1980, J Brazilian advertising exec- 
utive named Roberto Medina brought Frank 
Sinatra in Loncert to Riodejaneiro for the first 
tiine. The show drew a crowd of 175,000, making 
theGuimiessBookofWorldRecoriisisthe largest audi- 
ence for a solo artist ever. Sinatra called the concert 
"the most important moment in my life as a pro- 
fessional singer " Mcdina,5i, refers to it as "the most 
emotional moment in my life as a promoter." 

Hive years later, in an effort to promote a new 
brand of beer called Malt 90, Medina gathered 
international megastars Queen, Rod Stewart,JarTies 
Taylor, and Ozzy Osboume for the original Rock 
in Rio festival. The 10-day event became the largest 
rock concert in history, with an outdoor audience 
of 1.3 million people (nearly three times the size of 
Woodstock), and featured the world's largest per- 
formance stage (5,000 square meters). 

Medina's largesse rocked Rio for another 10 
days in 1991. Rock in Rio Il-held at Maracaria, the 
largest in-use stadium in the world-brought the 



festivals. When Medina asked the stars to send 
him mementos to adorn the cafe, Benson donat- 
ed a suit; Santana contributed a signed bandana; 
A-Ha offered a platinum album; the Scorpions 
contributed a guitar. "Unlike the owners of oth- 
er entertainment-restaurants," says Medina, "I did 
not buy these itcins— but received them as gifts 
from the artists themselves." 

Like all of Medina's projects, the cafe is big. 
A seven-story glass ceiling carved in the shape of 
an electric guitar looms over an indoor fireworks 
system, two dance floors, a traditional sushi bar, 
and almost a mile of hidden ducts that carry cold 
beer to self-serve taps at individual dining tables. 
Clowns and caricaturists circulate among the 
guests, and a dancing wait staff" perform in cos- 
tumes that reflect the changing scenes of three 
places-New York, Paris, and a Caribbean beach— 
video-projected onto huge wall screens. Each guest 
receives a bar-coded magnetic card when they 
enter the cafe. Infra-red sensors on the ceiling reg- 



Infra-red sensors beam down from the ceiling! 




Itkcs of Guns N' Roses, A-Ha, Prince, and Run- 
D.M.C.betore 770.000 screaming spectators. Five 
hundred and eighty million people waiched the 
television broadcast across 55 countries. Sponsors 
invested a toial ot $70,000,000 in the two con- 
certs, and .1 third. Rock in Rio tor a Better World, 
is in the works for 1999. 

A man ot warm, easy smiles and polished 
enthusiasm, Medina has become friendly with 
many music artists. George Benson hung out at 
Medina's house, improvisingon the piano used in 
the Sinatra concert. When George Michael per- 
formed in Brazil, he stayed with Medina's family, 
sunbathing in their pool all day. As a gift to Med- 
ina, who collects images of Don Quixote, Queen 
singer Freddy Mercury commissioned Salvador 
Dali to create a statue of the legendary idealist. 

Medina's famous friends came to bat for him 
in 1997, when he opened the Rock in Rio Cafe, a 
$7 million entertainment-restaurant intended to 
tap into the nostalgia surrounding the Rock in Rio 



isteron each card the cost of the beer, food, and 
services consumed, and patrons pay only on their 
way out. Two thousand stage lights, 20,000 watts 
of sound, and 1,800,000 btus of air-conditioning 
make for a cool, well-lit place that hosts around 
50,000 people a month. 

Medina's ultimate dream, though, is to rock 
bryortc/Rio. While he has two more cafes planned 
in Brazil, his long-term sights arc set on sites like 
Miami, Florida and New York's Times Square. 
"I want to spread it all over the world," says Med- 
ina. "It's J natural evolution. Why can't yoU eat 
and see the waitresses dancing at the same time. 
This is a kind of restaurant that will never fade." 

Alison Gardy 
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Who is Sparkle? Well, if you don't know, rest assured: VC does.. .per- 
haps better than we're supposed to. You'd think that, with a hit song, "Be 
Careful" (Rock Land/Interscope), at the top oiBiVboard s Hot R&B Air- 
play chart, R.KcUy's new protegee would be gracing magazine covers and 
TV shows across America. Aucanlrairf. She's yet to do a single interview! 
But has Sparkle been declining, or has her Chi-town Svengali declared a 
gag order? (Perhaps to keep their romantic "relations" undcrwraps? Remem- 
ber what happened with his former music "student," Aaliyah?) Sources 
close to Sparkle have confided that the two are "canoodling" and that R. 
has blocked all media access. Apparently, at one point, he even threatened 
to cancel the release of Sparkle's self-titled debut album in a fit of mul lio 
jealousy. Sparkle reminds VCof ajeep. . one that's been impounded. 

Speaking of R. Kelly, VC has heard that Mr. "I Believe I Can Fly" is 
the new spokesman for Mobil Oil, of all things. We've all heard his song 
in the commercials, but as of this month, he'll actually be appearing in 
them. The better to gas you up with, my dear. 

In the drama department: Apparently, a week prior to being 
accused of rape by an exotic dancer in the Bronx, rapper DMX brought 
the noise to one of the big wigs at his label, Defjam Recordings. 
Sources say that the incident started when someone at the label was 
overheard bad-mouthing its newest star. The incident ended when 
DMX served up a gourmet knuckle sandwich that landed a Del Jam 
exec in the hospital. 

Lastly, VC is not the only one concerned about the very steamy, tirry 
public romance between Puff Daddy and Out of Sight star Jennifer 
Lopez. The New York Post recently quoted Lopez's freshly divorced 
husband, Ojani Noa, as saying, "My friends in Miami. ..tell me they've 
seen her with certain guys...l don't know if her career changed her or 
these people changed her. I only hope she opens her eyes and sees what 
she's doing. 1 hear about a certain lifestyle^but I don't want to say any- 
thing..." Hmmm, sour grapes or concerned warning ?vc wails to see. 
But then again, this is all otTthc record, strictly on the Q.T., and, of 
course, vay hus/j-hush. 
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Compton's Most Wantod 

Named numerous times — but never 
charged — as the killer of Tupac Shakur, 
Orlando Anderson dies in a gunfight 



On tlie streets he was known as Lando, or 
Baby Lane. But Orlando Tive Ander- 
son, an aspiring screenwriter and reput- 
ed member of Compton.Califbmia'sSouth- 
side Crips, came to be known to the world 
as the key suspect in the unsolved murder of 
rap star Tupac Shakur. Around 3 o'clock in 
the afternoon on Friday, May 29, Anderson 
was one of three men shot to death at a car- 
wash in Compton. Authorities say his killing 
was not in retaliation for Shakur's death, as 
some have speculated. But Anderson, who 
left four daughters behind, had an uncan- 
ny way of showing up on the deadliest nights 
in hip hop history. 

September 7, 1996, Las Vegas: Ander- 
son's brawl with Tupac and the Death Row 
Records entourage was caught on tape by a 
surveillance camera in the lobby of the 
MGM Grand Hotel. Three hours later, just 
blocks away, Tupac was fatally shot as he sat 
in the passenger seat of a black BMW dri- 
ven by Death Row CEO Suge Knight. 
Although Las Vegas police questioned 
Anderson about the murder, he was never 
charged with the crime. In last December's 
VIBE, though. Knight named Baby Lane as 
the murderer during a conversation with 
writer Sanyika Shakur (a. k.a. Monster Kody) 
at the California Institute for Men prison in 
Chino. Anderson maintained his innocence 
in that same issue and said he was a big fan 
ofTupac's music. However, there had been 
unpleasant ramifications due to the accu- 
sations. "I've been threatened a lot," he said. 
'I just stay in the house all the time." One 
law enforcement official confided that he 
was surprised Anderson lived as long as he 
did. Meanwhile, Compton police were 
actively investigating him for a murder unre- 
lated to Shakur's. 

Compton sources familiar with Ander- 
son say that on March 8, 1997, he and his 
uncle (and fellow reputed Southside Crip) 
Keith "Keefee D" Davis attended VIBE's par- 
ty at the Peterson Automotive Museum in 
Los Angeles, where Christopher ''the Noto- 
rious B.I.G." Wallace was killed in a drive- 
by shooting. Two months later, police seized 
Davis's dark Chevy Impala from the back- 
yard of his girlfriend's house in Compton. 
The vehicle matched the description of the 
car used in Biggie's murder. Davis was nev- 
er charged in that case, but the day before 
Anderson's death, he was indicted by fed- 
eral agents on unrelated drug charges. 

On May 29, local Compton sources say 
Anderson and 24-year-old Michael Reed 
Dorrough were hanging out at Gig's ham- 
burger stand when they spotted Michael 



Stone, 41, and his nephew Jerry Stone, 24, 
across the street at Rob's Carwash. Report- 
edly, the Stones— who were believed to be 
affiliated with the Comer Pocket Crips-owed 
Anderson and Dorrough money. 

JESUS IS THE ANSWER reads a hand 
painted sign at the carwash. But it was appar- 
ently not redemption that was on the minds 
of Anderson and Dorrough as they 
approached their rivals. Compton police say 
Dorrough drew his handgun and started spew- 
ing bullets. Jerry Stone took out his own pis- 
tol and returned fire. All four men were shot. 

Leaving the Stones sprawled and bleed- 
ing on the pavement-they'd later die at local 
hospitals— the wounded Anderson and Dor- 
rough managed to make a getaway in a black 
Chevy Blazer. They only got a little over a 
block away, though, before a flat tire stopped 
them less than a mile from the Compton 
Police Department. 

Law enforcement says Anderson was still 
conscious and complaining of pain when 
paramedics arrived. Dorrough, who suffered 
only an arm wound, has been charged with 
three counts of capital murder (under Cali- 
fornia's felony murder rule, perpetrators are 
held accountable for all deaths that occur 
during the commission of a serious crime). 
Hours after the shooting, the homes of two 
of the Stones' family members were riddled 
with drive-by bullets. 

On June 6, both Anderson and his 
grandmother were laid to rest after a dou- 
ble funeral at L.A.'s Simpson Family Mor- 
tuary. Utah Williams, 84, died of natural 
causes the very same day her grandson was 
shot. Dorrough, who remained incarcer- 
ated at Twin Towers Jail, was named an 
honorary pallbearer at the ceremony. 

Just days before the killing, according to 
sources familiarwith the case, Anderson set- 
tled for $80,000 in a lawsuit against Afeni 
Shakur, Tupac's mother. He had sought 
nearly a million dollars forphysical injuries 
and mental anguish suffered during the 
MGM Grand melee. Afeni countersued last 
September with a wrongful-death suit con- 
tending Anderson had killed her son. She 
filed her legal documents along with a 
Compton Police Department afTidavit in 
which a confidential informant fingered 
Anderson as Tupac's killer. 

"I'm not in a position to confirm infor- 
mation about the settlement," says Ander- 
son's attorney, Rence L. Campbell, adding 
that she is devastated by his death. "He was 
a wonderful person who was unfairly 
named as a suspect in a crime he obvious- 
ly did not commit." 




"The [Shakur murder] case is not closed," 
says Las Vegas detective Brent Becker, "—not 
by a long shot." Now the information on 
Anderson's death will be filed in the city's 
Metropolitan Police Department murder 
books, along with more than a dozen bogus 
confessions to the killing ofTupac and more 
than a thousand tips— including one that 
holds the ghost of legendary Chicago mob- 
ster Anthony Spilatro responsible. 

Those who were waiung to hear Orlan- 
do Anderson admit to the murder ofTupac 



Shakur will go forever unsatisfied. But to 
some, the man they called Baby Lane was 
more than a suspect in a national manhunt. 
As Michael Reed Dorrough wrote in the 
Tribute section ofhis best friend's funeral pro- 
gram, "Lando, we will meet back up. My loved 
one, I know where you're going. You'll have 
it velvet for me when I touch base with you 
again. Lando, your last words while I held you 
will always remain the most special words I've 
ever heard, and now I'll end by saying to you: 
Lando, I love you too." LmaNozizme 
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Freedom lovere, you know the am. w e re 
in a real pickle. But it's hard to tell just 
how vinegary our brine has become when 
most major media outlets refuse to inform 
us whose jugs hold the juice. Who's been 
jerkin' our gerkins? Who's been wrinklin' 
the skin we're in? Here's a hint, Clint. It's 
18th-century Bavarian crockery that molds 
the shape of our present crockery. In Amer- 
ica—the modern-day empire founded by 
pentagram planners and pyramid mystics— 
the KoI juice is kept in Mason jars. A mind- 
control marinade, hidden on the top (secret) 
shelf of the llluminati's kitchen cabinet 

So, if we're looking for juice, let's start 
in Brentwood, California-home 
of thejuice: O.J. Simpson. When 
word broke four years ago that 
America's favorite football hero 
was suspected in the stabbing 
death of his ex-wife Nicole and a 
local waiter named Ronald Gold- 
man, something already smelled 
as fishy as Flipper's dinner dish. 
But ftom the moment NBC inter- 
rupted an NBA playoff game to 
broadcast helicopter-cam footage 
of that white Ford Bronco on the 
highway, anyone with three eyes 
had to know that the llluminati 
were pulling the strings. Who else 
could have orchestrated such 
sublime surreality and convinced 
an entire nation of its legitimate ^ 
news value? j 
Simpson's attorney, Robert s 
Shapiro, enlisted a "dream team" I 
of lawyers to defend against the < 
state's mountain of physical evidence. And 
when it was disclosed that the outcome of 
the trial could hinge around the testimo- 
ny of two vital witnesses— O.J. 's houseboy, 
Kato, and Nicole's dog. . .Kato— it sealed the 
deal. That type of mind-bending confii- 
sionary tactic is known as tricknology, my 
friends, and it's got the llluminati's finger- 
prints all over it. Add one racist L.A. cop 
and one Johnnie Cochran (the legal pro- 
fession's version of Shaft), and Simpson 
wins the biggest upset victory since Super- 
bowl III. It sure ifemrdVikc things couldn't 
get any weirder. 

Just this year, though, Brentwood began 
showing up in the papers again. This rime 
because the President of the United States 
of America was accused of staining a White 
House intern's cocktail dress with his semen. 
Interestingly, Monica Lewinsky— the big- 
haired intern Clinton turned out— grew up 
among the same money-glutted mansions 
that surrounded Simpson, Kato, and Kato. 



rtna LewmsKy s lawyer, w nuam umsourg, 
Jusl happens to be an old school chum of 
Shapiro. La-La-Land suburbia certainly 
seems to be one big incestuous cesspool of 
high-profile "coincidence." 

But the media play it like this is all "nor- 
mal," as if there's nothing strange at all about 
a town with a population of 7,500 produc- 
In^— completely unrelaUdfy—Hxt two most infa- 
mous figures of late 20th<entury tabloid 
history. Where are the investigarive reports 
on the Brentwood water supply? Where are 
the paparazzi shots of Clinton and Lewin- 
sky partying at the Viper Room with Simp- 
son and Robert Downey Jr.? (You haven't 





seen 'em, but you know they exist.) Like 
Clinton never showed up drunk on Heidi 
Fleiss's doorstep at 3 a.m. with OJ. and 
Charlie Shecrt. ..sure he iiidn't. Tellmeanoth- 
erone, BrokawlMiimtmm mainstays such 
as the New York Times have published plen- 
ty of editorials about the cozy relationship 
enjoyed by the entertainment industry's 
elite and our proud Commander-in-Briefs' 
administrarion, but the the seedier side of 
this story has obviously been kept tightly 
under wraps. 

Well, no longer! Fasten your scat belts, 
freedom lovers, we're about to blow the roof 
off the sucker. 

NoWt if dirty Bill Clinton fronted me some 
weight / Told me to keep two, bring him baek 
eight / And I only brought him Jive and stuck 
his ass for three / Do you think that Clampett 
will slick his goons onmt? 
-T-Mo, from the Goodie MOb, 'Dirty 
South* (LaFace/Arista, 1995) 



Indeed, reliable llluminari Watch sources 
inform us that Clinton, Simpson, and Lewin- 
sky operate a multimillion-dollar cocaine 
and weapons ring between Washington, 
D.C., Little Rock, Arkansas (henceforth to 
be known as Lotta Rock), and Los Angeles. 
The scandals were apparently devised as dis- 
tractions for the pesky press. The murder 



photos? Computer-generated; Nicole and 
Ronald arc living happily in Madagascar with 
Jim Morrison. "Sexgate"? Nope. Illuminau 
Watch's crack radio correspondent, Wendy 
Williams, is in possession of photographs 
proving that President Clinton is as gay as 
the day is long. He has no interest in Moni- 
ca or any other female interns. The cocktail 
dress was his own. 

The drugs arc smuggled up from Colom- 
bia through Mexico in CIA vans . . .you know 
that story already. Once they reach L.A., 
though, Simpson peddles the powder to 
Hollywood's heavyweights over an exclu- 
sive pay-per-view home-shopping network. 
The guns (mostly Chinese-made AK-47S) 
are passed off as harmless "campaign gifts" 
from foreign dignitaries. Ever since China 
regained its most-favored-nations trade sta- 
tus, U.S. customs officers stamp their 
approval with a smile. President Clinton has 
the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco & Firearms 
load the high-powered assault rifles onto Air 
Force One and fly them directly to street 
gangs 'bangin' in Little Rock. 

Lewinsky mans the phones, coordi- 
nating the cross-country contraband runs 
from her apartment in D.C.'s Watergate 
complex. Pretty smart, huh? I mean, no 
one would ever associate that place with a 
government conspiracy. David Biy 
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It's true comfort. It's total freedom. It's letting go of all your inhibitions and experiencing life to the fullest. 

It's a lens that feels so natural -it's like a part of you. 

ACUVUE* contact lenses are made mostly of water, so your eyes can breathe. Plus, they block 
up to 95% of the sun's UVB rays*. No wonder ACUVUE is the most prescribed lens in the world. 

Ask your eye doctor if ACUVUE is right for you. You can even get a coupon for a FREE' trial pair 
of ACUVUE lenses by calling 1-888-4 ACUVUE or by visiting our Web site at www.acuvue.com. 
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The late Phyllis Hyman took a break backstage during a 1 993 Norfolk, Virginia 
concert . In 1 995, Michael Jackson recorded History (Epic) at Flyte Tyme stu- 
dio in Minneapolis. Here, he chills with Solo of "Where Do U Want Me to Put It " 
fame. The group must've given him good advice on where he should put it — it's 
four years later, and Michael's remarried with two children. Natalie Cole, Tony 
Bennett, Quincy Jones, and Tito Puente shared laughs at the 1 996 Thelonious 
Monk Jazz Gala at Washington, D.C.'s Kennedy Center. It's amazing how many 
undeserving people had talk shows during the early '90s. Thankfully, ex-Cosby 
kid Tempestt Bledsoe's show didn't last too long. But hey, at least she got to 
cozy up to Method Man. Groove is in the heart! Back in 1 991 , Deee-lite's Lady 
Miss Kier had the moves, outfits, and body to pull off that outlandish image of 
hers. Shabba Ranks looks caught out at New 'Vork City's S.O.B.'s nightclub 
this past February. Maybe he made a tinga-linga-ling. R. Kelly chills backstage 
at his 1996 Birmingham, England concert during his bump-and-grind heyday. 
Peep the sheariing vest and shades — bananas. MTV VJ/New York radio per- 
sonality Ed Lover left the batcave to enjoy festivities at Manhattan's Tunnel last 
October for Mariah Carey's Halloween party. Who am I? We love Beenie Man, 
but he was definitely trying to find himself with this jokeriike outfit back in 1 995 at 
a promotional party for his Blessed album at N.Y.C.'s S.O.B.'s. Doug E. Fresh 
and the human contortionist known as rapper/dancer Bruck-up set it off at the 
Hariem State building (August '96). Who can forget ex-heavyweight champ 
Mike 'Nibbles and Bits" Tyson's transition to wrestling, where everything goes — 
including ear biting. In March, he chilled with Wrestle Mania's Shawn Michael 
and Steve "Stone Cold" Austin before a pay-per-view wrestling match. Uh- 
oh-uh-oh-uh-oh-uh-oh! Can't touch this! MC Hammer at the 1 991 Juno Awards 
in Vancouver, Canada. Bust out his boy's hairdo! Kenya N. Byrd 
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Turns out roughing up punks ain't really necessary. On account 
of most guys and gals hurt themselves by not getting enough calcium. 
So reach rfCTfor 3 glasses of milk a day. Your body will thank you. 
Especially If we don't have to tell you again. 
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Where's your mustache? " 
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''Being cool isn't about 
following what other 
people are down with. 
Its about following 
yourself and if you don't 
know what I mean, good. 




Available at aU Journeys and other fine shoe stores. 
For more information, call us at 1-888-GBX-SHOE. 
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1 . Ye-yo! Erykah's baby badu, Seven, has the best seat In the house outside 
his mommy's alma mater, Booker T. Washington High School tor the Visual 
and Performing Arts in Dallas. She was there back in June to receive an achieve- 
ment award. 2 Kelly Price, shown lounging with Tatyana All at New York City's 
Quad Studios, doesn't mind If son Jeff Jr. walks a mile in her shoes. 3. Spike's 
sister Joie takes care of her sweet tooth at the premiere for He Got Came 
(T ouchstone Pictures). 4. Marriage can be one of the most beautifullest things 
in this world. Just ask Def Squad's Keith Murray. He's getting practice slip- 
ping on a garter at producer Bernard Alexander's wedding reception. 5. Char- 
II Baltimore shows funnyman Tommy Davidson how to get his drink on at 
N.Y.C.'s Motown Cafe. We hope it doesn't make him toowoo-zy. 6 There goes 
Paula Cole bustin' a move to one of her rap grooves at the Kiss 1 08 FM con- 
cert at Great Woods in Mansfield, Massachusetts. 7 Ay que Undo! Papi Chu- 
lo. can't you see? Fat Joe looks maad cute underneath that towel. 8 Happy 
birthday to ya! Stevie Wonder got the shock of his life at his surprise birthday 
party this past April in Los Angeles. 9 MyaklcksbackatWyclef Jean's Miami 
concert. Obviously, it's still all about her. 1 0 Congressman John Lewis doesn't 
look like he trusts Left Eye straightening his tie. Don't fret, she laced him with 
a phat knot. 1 1 At the AmFAR benefit at Manhattan's Boathouse Rock in Cen- 
tral Park,Tommy Hilfiger comes in peace. But Wyclef Jean, on the other hand, 
looks a tad disturbed for some unknown reason. 1 2 Busted! Supermodels 
AIek Wek and Stacey McKenzle sippin' on the bubbly backstage at VIBE's New 
York fashion show. K.N.B. 
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BACARDI. LIMON 



Imagine a city tour that brings the latest in urban wear to the most 'ash- 
ion-forward audiences across the country. Well, thanks to VIBE and 
BACARDI LIMON hundreds of urban fashion-mongers didnt have to 
Imagine; they saw it live and direct as the BACARDI LIMON Style Show hit 
towns and worked runways. 

CD-invitations were mailed to guests across the country alerting them to 
the arrival of these distinct evenings of fashion, music, a|l-ou' Partyipa- 
and a chance to savor the unbelieveable citrus flavor of BACARDI LIMON. 
Upon arrival VIP guests were whisked away to an evening of ultra-ghetto 



fabulousness. New York, Washington, D.C., Atlanta, Los Angeles, and 
Chicago became the hub for these transport stations, with celebrities trav- 
eling first class, VIBEstyle, to see models with attitude strut their stuff in 
fashions that folks will be rocking throughout the season. 

The BACARDI LIMON Style Show proved that BACARDI LIMON and VIBE 
are holding it down when It comes to urban fashion and music. 

If you're really in the know, then you were at the BACARDI LIM6N Style 
Show. 
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Stevie J. and Mr. Dalvin sail with some lady friends at the recent Jazz Festival in 
Cancun, Mexico. (: ) Actress Kim Whitley causes some drama on the beach. That's 
what happens when you have a lot to support. ; Yo quiero Taco Bell! The Taco 
Bell pooch's owner held on to the Dog With the Secret Name for dear life at the 
New York City premiere of Godzilla. You suppose she was trying to make sure 'Zil- 
la didn't crush him? What she needs to be worrying about is the Latinos who are 
not feeling that commercial. ' Lil' Kim favors big things: silver crosses, hair, and 
chilling with socialites like Carlier President Simon Critchell's wife. Renee. So, I'm 
saying, Mrs. Critchell, you think you can hook me with some ice? Buju Banton 
did his thang at the reggae concert at Manhattan's Radio City Music Hall, but still 
felt the need to put an extra foot in it. > Old School meets New School: Rap legends 
Whodini and the Mo Thugs Family team up at Atlanta's Atrium for the Bone Thugs 
concert. Valerie Simpson and Nick Ashford invited Luther Vandross to get his 
grubonatthecouple'sN.Y.C.eatery.SugarBar. DMX gives stylist June Ambrose 
a lift at her June birthday celebration, held at New York's Lot 61 , while Sticky Fingaz 
reaches out and touches her. Now we know why they call him Sticky. < No more 
autographs, please! Actor Danny Glover recently enjoyed himself at NEA's Green 
Eggs to Hamlet reception for the Emergency Commission on Urban Children in 
Washington, D.C. /?ag(;me'sAudra McDonald is no joke! She's the ftfsf female 
to ever snag three Tony Awards. This year, Gregory Hines presented her with the 
Best Leading Actress in a Musical award. She also won the Best Feature Actress 
award for 1994's Carouse/ and again in 1996 for Master C/ass. ' ' S/t/W does mat- 
ter. Puffy and Led Zeppelin's Jimmy Page happily answered questions at N. Y.C.'s 
Planet Hollywood about the monstrous Godzilla soundtrack single "Come With 
Me, "which they coproduced. . Music mogul Tommy Mottola and Joe Pesci 
look very chill exiting Manhattan's Kit Kat Club. K.N.B. 
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(congratulate Mayor Rudolpti Giuliani for cleaning 
up New York. As a vigilante, getting the thugs off 
the street so my mom can walk safely was always 
my primary concern. But the mayor's Quality of Life 
campaign has expanded to match the uncontrollable 
size of his ego. In a private survey conducted by our 
National Interns, the overwhelming opinion is that 
Giuliani should be more concerned with improving 
the quality of his own character than with flattering 
himself with overrated proposals. 

First it was the antijaywalking ordinance, then he 
went after cabbies and hot dog vendors. Next he 
came out with a plan to make disabled mothers work 
for their welfare checks. When an off-duty cop shot 
a squeegee man at a stoplight, the mayor said that 
the victim was no better than low-life scum who sell 
drugs. As an intellectual, I'm forced to deduce from 
that statement that the unfortunate homeless in our 
city share the same standing as gun-toting, dope- 
peddling criminals. Now. who else agrees with 
that? We'd like to know. 

People forget that our present mayor is a former 
U.S. Attorney who has prosecuted mobsters. What 
made him so effective in that position was that he has 
the mentality of a cop — so he's not afraid of thugz. I 
admire that particular quality because I've done busi- 
ness with such men. But how far is this 
guy gonna go. and what cost will we be 
forced to pay? To be an effective leader 
in any capacity, you have to be skilled 
in more than just strong-arm tactics. 
How can you tell us to talk nice, dres; 
nice and not jaywalk when you're the 
biggest bully in the city' 

He cuts the speed limiT anohislimc 
qets caught speeding. (Hizzone- strer 
uously denies the radar-gur repor- 
Shortly before re-electior time ne 
appoints a task force to investigate rela 
tions t)etween city residents ana police 
in the wake ot the toilet-plunger rape c 
Abner Louima at ttie hands ot foui white 
police officers Seven months latei he 
dismisses their repon completely A the time of this 
writing, there r, still no triai date^ se- for the Louima 
case Guess the courts are or' Giuiian' time 

They say you cap'' figh' Citv Hal bu chose to 
take this case when the mayor decioeci to make a halt 
assec apology tor the '99 Crowi Heights distui 
bances After paying S' millioi ' tt ' the Rosenbaun- 
iamily— who sueo the citv after thei ■ soi- Yanke' was 
unieelinglv killeti in thetirs' hour;. C' <he melee — the 
mayor helci ;i televised press i:onlerenc( anr took 
oicturey with the Rosenbaum; This was. possibly 
•■^oolian' "s worsi offensf K oate — ati insuktothf 
'en' concep' or justice 

There re seven letters ir the wort. .IIJRTICE It'; 
oeei 1 sevei i years since the mini- J'vi Wa^ explodec 
■'I Orown Heights ana neither lustice nor peace exist; 



for the late Gavin Cato, his family, or the entire African- 
American community. I never wrote about what I saw 
on August 19 1991 — the day Gavin Cato and his 
cousin Angela were tragically mn down at the corner 
of Utica Avenue and President Street. But I was there! 

I was on my way back from the bodega with some 
cold malt liquor, about to cool off just before the entire 
borough caught on fire. As I turned the corner, I heard 
car tires screech from behind and jumped like I was 
about to be hit. Instead, I saw two children mowed 
down by a station wagon that had run a red light, 
slammed into two other cars, and jumped the side- 
walk. They just lay there, half a block from where I 
stood, literally pinned tietween a rock and a hard place. 
It was a no-win situation, where loss came big time. 

I saw the Hasidic family that was driving in the car 
taken away in an ambulance. I saw the paramedics 
leave the little nigga boy dying in the street with no 
face! That's when I dropped my beer. A mob of angry 
blacks quickly formed around the wagon. The kid's 
father, Carmel Cato, frantically tried to lift the car off 
the children with the help of many onlookers. Now, I 
don't agree with random violence of just any kind, but 
if that was your kid dying in the street, how calm would 
your negotiating skills rate?! 

I saw the cops hit the kid's father and handcuff him 




Half a block fponi 
where I stood, two 

diildrenwepolltepally 
pinned between a 

rack and a hard place. 



as he screamed, "That's my child!" Then the crowd 
that had gathered joined in an unjust assault against 
Yankel Rosenbaum, ayoung man who, unfortunate- 
ly, became a victim of racism — not a misunderstand- 
ing. None of us who were there misunderstood what 
had just happened, or what was about to happen. 

As a young black male driving an expensive auto- 
mobile. I'd get harassed from here to Beverly Hills. 
Could you imagine if I recklessly ran a red light and 
killed a child? I'm lucky I don't drive. But if I were that 
guy. I know I'd be all over the evening news. They'd 
probably run my picture again the next day — just so 
I wouldn't stand a chance! (To this day. the driver who 
killed Gavin Cato and seriously injured Angela. Yosef 
Lifsh. has never been prosecuted for anything. In fact. 
I just learned his name today.) 

During the days of lawlessness and premillennial 
Armageddon in the Heights, even tvlayor Dinkins 
couldn't stop the floodgates of unfairness. A race of 
people who have been impoverished and marginal- 
ized for decades had reached an inevitable impasse. 
At least the then mayor did something that this 
current one is too much of a punk to do. Instead of 
holding a press conference, he went to Crown Heights 
to appeal to the community in an honest attempt to 
defuse the car bombings, police beatings, and vigl- 
lantism on both sides. The result? They 
bricked him down! He had to get the hell 
out of Crown before he ended up a 
casualty of war. 

I'm filled with contempt at the way 
"Ghouliani" embraced one community 
while totally ignoring another. His attempt 
to heal made a large number sick while 
making a few others rich. Blacks ano 
Jews alike have tjeen slaves for hundred; 
ot years throughout worid historv But ir 
missing an opportunity to tree a// from the 
If bondage of Racial Racketeenng. Giuliari' 
' has sealeo his tatt He ana N V,C are 
I both lucky the black ana Latino commu- 
3 nities didn'* bnnci the- noize again after 
seeing this picture in the newspapers 
New York is the one place where everyone coulc 
laugh, cheer, hold hands ana busi vot^ open in the 
blink ot an eye A place where i can walk down a lonelv 
street ana get mugged by a member oi mv own race 
one minute, then be offereo a slice or nonkosher piz- 
from an Israeli the next ■ The place where hot do<. 
venaors and T-shir artists ana secono-hano book- 
sellers and Abner Louima and ali those cab dnver; 
are^ victims oi gentrification . discnmination and injus ■ 
(ice at the hands ot a L> S Attomev gone Hollywood 
A' this rate, tie's either gonna eno up in the Big House 
or in a mental institution Who does the mayor thinl- 
neis — Wyat* liarp? He';-, iurnintj K ".( ■ intc 'tomb- 
stone (ana making it a modei tO' the reS' or the coun 
try/ This towi ■ ain't big enough forthe bottt O' us Anc: 
n. staying. D 
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If you want it straight, let me give it to you straight 
It's all about the look. When I walk into a room, my 
look speaks for itself. The nails, the shoes and hair 
that says Dark & Lovely. So if my hair's straight, 
I'm straight. That's why I use Dark & Lovely 
No-Lye Relaxer with Ultra-deep Conditioning 
to get the hairstyle I want. 
So get it straight with Dark & Lovely. 



DarkCwLouely. 
SrraigU Out OF The Box. 



Hair: DaHc & Lovel/ Plus Retaxer & Hair Care Therapy 
Make-Up; Dark & Lovety Cosmetics 
Lips: Aubergine 
Nails: Blackberry 
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Few public figures have made a more horrifying tele- 
vision debut than Rodney Glen King. On March 3, 
1991, the local TV news aired footage of four LAPD 
patrolmen stomping, kicking, bludgeoning, and elec- 
trocuting the cowering motorist while he was lying 
on the ground. At the first criminal trial of the officers. 
King never took the stand, and on April 29, 1992, the 
jury reached a verdict of not guilty During the devas- 
tating uprisings that followed. King made history with 
a short, shaken plea for peace. 

Over the past few months. King has emerged from 
a long media seclusion. Drawing from his $3.8 mil- 
lion settlement with the City of Los Angeles, he has 
launched his very own label. Straight Al-Ta-Pazz 
Records, and is promoting the self -titled debut album 
of a Los Angeles outfit called Stranded. Sporting 
Sputnik-era Coolio braids and a well-trimmed 
goatee, the 33-year-old King discusses his 
past— -and present — as a hip hop entrepre- 
neur, downhill skier, and long-board surfer 

We released Stranded this year on April 
29 to commemorate ttie riots, to put a 
positive note on something so nega- 
tive. I'm going to have an album released on 
the twenty-ninth of April every year. With the 
label, we're creating jobs for people, and 
that's the most important thing. l\4inorities get 
put into corporate America, but corporate 
America's not hiring them. I thought I could 
get out there and be an example as a busi- 
nessman — not just on that "Can we all gel 
along?" note. 

On April 29. 7992. 1 was In Century City 
[where Ronald Reagan maintains his offices]. 
I could hear helicopters — the army helicopters 
flying over the houses. It was like a war zone. 

After a while I just cut the lights off and was 
watching it all on TV in a black room. I was 
thinking. Yeah, it's about time. I mean, you 
just kind of lose it for a minute. But then you 
come back to your senses. It's not right. It's 
not cool. We've got to work out race relations — end 
all this killing and hating. I had a lot going through 
my mind. I don't know what people think of me, but 
I was thinking of my country. It's that old plea I've 
been asking for so many years: What does it take 
to talk peace? 

The attorneys, they were asking me to come out 
and say something. They wrote something for me 
on a piece of paper, but I took the paper and threw 
it away And I said. Can't we all get along? A couple 
of people told me later, "I don't care what happened 
to you. We're doing this for ourselves." When they 
looted, they didn't do that for me. That was candy 
in their hands. 

These days, I go surfing with my txjys, Steve and 
Ralph. They're brothers. They saw me stressing one 
time, and they said, "You need to get out. man. You 



need to find some waves. Catch some waves with 
us." And I was like. You want to show me how to surf? 
This is like the opportunity of a lifetime! I'm going to 
tell you right now: Not too many brothers surf. 

tviy surfboard's an eleven and a half footer, long 
board, ocean blue. (When you're out there,] you don't 
dog the waves. Everyone wants to ride the same 
waves, and the beaches are so crowded. It 's hard to 
find a good surf spot, so you want to be courteous to 
people. I learned to stay out of other surfers' way. to 
give them some respect. I got the "hang loose" sign; 
they throw me a "surf" sign. 

I live in Upland, California now. It's out by Rancho 
Cucamonga. I wanted to move to the outskirts of 
town. Plus, it's real close to the ski resorts. I've been 
skiing for almost three years now. At first, 1 was falling 




You don't dog the waves. You 
want to be courteous to peo- 
ple. I learned to stay out of 
other surfers' way, to give 
them some respect. I got the 
'1iang loose" sign. They 
throwmea'Wslgn. 



on my butt because my back wouldn't allow me to 
stay standing. Now, I can do the expert hills. The 
Upland police treat me okay, as long as I don't give 
them a reason [not to). The LAPD and the Sheriff's 
Department are still my worst nightmare. I'm on 
eggshells with them, and I'll be on eggshells with 
them for the rest of my life. 

A few years ago. I was in [the L A. suburb of] Glen- 
dale, paying my pager bill. I was jogging to the place 
with my pouch, trying to pay my pager bill on time. And 
sometxxJy thought I snatched a purse. They called the 
cops. Another time, I rode my bike to the bike shop — 
had my pouch again — ^they stopped me and said I had 
a gun in my pouch. Even at the end of our record release 
party, the police helicopter was out. They were saying, 
"Go home! Go home! You , go home! " They knew I was 
working on this party, and they were still work- 
ing on giving me a bad name in this lifetime. It 
was 1 :45 in the morning, and I was looking out, 
and the helicopters were in the air. Right, right, 
I thought, here they are. 

I met Stranded at an industry party. I had 
heard their demo, and they flow pretty good — 
they've got a good beat. I like the way they 
commingle with other people. That means a 
lot in the entertainment industry today. So 
many rappers have this hardcore attitude like 
they're just the shit, and that's not the way 
entertainment's supposed to be. 

We've gotten some positive responses. 
Snoop says he liked the CD. He said it had 
some bad banging beats. Mack 1 0 liked it. He 
told me it was good. Tha Dogg Pound has 
been very helpful in our success, and so has 
[L.A. radio station, KPWR) Power 106 FM. 
We've got a lot of air time. 

I rap on the intro to the Stranded CD. I've 
always liked rap. Actually, I was rapping the 
i night of the incident, back in 1991. We were 
i at a small recording studio. We didn't record 
5 that night: weiust practiced. We were rapping 
' toaDe La Soul CD. 
Eazy-E wanted to do something with me. But my 
attorneys were telling me, "Don't rap." If a jury would 
get ahold of me rapping and all. ..some people take 
rapping as an offense. H/lan, I felt like I was a bandit 
for six years. Now that all the cases are behind me, 
I decided to go on ahead. I've got something of my 
own coming out next year. 

On my album. I'm going to use my own name. I'm 
stuck with it. The group was looking at me on TV the 
other night. They were showing some movie about 
the riots. So the guys were like. "Rodney, come here 
and see this!" I didn't know how to feel. I was just 
hearing my name up there. And they're like, "Rod- 
ney, you should get some money from this. man. 
They keep using your name." I know they are. 
but., it's like a household name now. So what can 
you do? □ 
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Is Driving While Black a crims? Cops say no, but many 
imtorists beg to differ 

On till cv.niiii; 111 April 23, 1998, two state troopers 
pulled over J black Dodge Caravan on the New Jer- 
sey Turnpike. Keslion Moore, 22, Rayshawn Brown, 
20, Leroy Grant, 23, and Danny Reyes, 20, were headed 
to basketball tr>'Outs at North Carolina Central Uni- 
versity in Durham. They never made it. What should 
have been a routine traffic stop ended in tragedy. Three 
ot the athletes were shot, two of them critically. 

No one disputes that two troopers fired it shots into 
a vehicle carrying four higli school grads-three black and 
one Latino— armed with a Bible, an English paper, and a 
book of Steinbeck short stones. After tliat, pobce .iccounts 
of the incident arc sharply at odds with descriptions 



deadly force against minorities, and Hogan has been crit- 
icized by public defense la»7ers for stopping motorists 
who fit a criminal "profile"-usually black or Latino men. 

A state grand jury is investigating the circumstances 
surrounding the stop, but civil rights activists, black 
motorists, and even some former cops say they already 
know what happened. They say it's a classic case ol'racial 
protiling-pullingovera motorist simply because they're 
black in the hope of finding drugs or guns. The practice 
is believed 10 be so common, it even has an unofficial 
name: DWB-Drivmg WhUe Black. 

Compiling physical characteristics, behavior pat- 
terns, and demographic data is a common enough law 
enforcement tacric. Immigration ot^icials develop the 
profile ot a likely bomber; customs officials ol .1 likely 



er profiles included things such as young males' wearing 
expensive jewelry, dressing in a certain (jiggy) style, dn- 
\'ing expensive cars, and carrying beepers. 

Washington, D.C. public defender Robert Wilkins 
fit none of these descriptions when he and a car 
lull ot relatives were pulled over on Maryland's 
Interstate 68 in 1992. "We had driven to Chicago for my 
grandfather's funeral," recalls Wilkins. "It was really hard 
on my grandmother; so we decided to stay as long as 
we could and drive all night to get back." 

Just before daybreak. Wilkins, his uncle, aunt, and 
cousin were pulled over in Cumberland, Maryland for 
driving 20 miles above the speed limit. But rather than 
i-ssue a ticket, the trooper insisted on a search. "We thought 




African- Americans account for only 1 7 percent of tlie 1 1 1 million travelers who pass 
through Maryland on 1-95 each year, yet they comprise 70 percent ot the traffic stops. 



offered by the van's occupants and an eyewitness. 

At first, the state police said the van was clocked on 
radar doing 74 in a 55 m.p.h. zone. It tumed out that their 
police car had no radar gun. The police said the dnver 
tned to back over them; Moore said he accidentally put 
the van in reverse instead of park. Police claim they fired 
on the van when it came toward them; Reyes said the 
officer broke the side window with his baton and start- 
ed shooting inside. "It seemed like they fired into the van 
for fiin," eyewitnessjuan Polk told reporters. Both troop- 
ers. John Hogan and James Kenna, have a history of using 



drug runner. Whether it's Arab tourists being lapped as 
terrorists or black commuters suspected of smuggling, 
targets of profiling say their rights are being violated. 
As the debate rages on, a slippery, tacit standard has been 
accepted: Profiling is legal; race profiling is not. 

What's the diflerencci' Not much, according to Wash- 
ington, D C. attomey Jonathan Guy. who has represented 
many black motonsts who say they were unjustly stopped 
and searched. "Some police don't use race specifically, 
but they often use a number of other factors that are more 
likely to lead to a particular race. "For example, drug couri- 



lie w.inted lo lUst look .irouiul." says Wilkins. "Then we 
realized he wanted 10 take our luggage out on the side of 
the road and go through our personal belongings. 

"When I explained that the Constitution guarantees 
us the right not to be detained, harassed, or searched 
without cause, his response was, 'If you have nothing 
to hide, then what's the problem?' " Because they refused 
to consent to a search. Wilkins and his relatives were 
made to wait in the rain while the police took a drug dog 
over every inch ot their vehicle. 

"The police lights were flashing while cars passed." 
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Wilkins recalls with disgust. "People were slowing down 
to watch, with their faces pressed against the window. 
We were just standing there, looking stupid and feeling 
humiliaied-and wc hadn't even done anything." 

What Wilkins and his relatives did was fit a mold they 
had no idea existed. They were black, traveling in the 
predawn hours in a rental car with Virginia plates. Accord- 
ing to a criminal intelligence report issued by the Mary- 
land .State Police just two weeks before the traffic stop, 
those factors pegged them as likely drug traffickers. 

When the American Civil Liberties Union filed suit 
on behalf of Wilkins and his family, it obtained a copy 
of the two-page report, dated April 27, 1992. Issued by 
the Maryland State Police (MSP), the report encouraged 
officers to target African-Americans for traffic stops 
because of'scrious problems with the incoming flow of 
crack cocaine" and stated that "the dealers and couriers 
are predominantly black males and females." 

The Wilkins case was eventually settled out of court. 
"We spent a year haggling because we wanted them to 
lake some meaningful steps 10 stop this from happening 
in the future," says Wilkins. Besides paying $50,000 to 
the lour plaintiffs and covering their attorneys' fees, 
the MSP .igrced to explicitly prohibit the use of race in 
determining who is stopped. They also took the unusual 
step of agreeing to maintain computerized records of 
who was stopped and forwhat reason. 

Lieutenant Keven Gray is commander of the barracks 
responsible for the Wilkms stop. He emphatically denies 
the use of race profiling in Maryland and believes the alle- 
gations of race-based traffic stops are untrue. "It is well 
documented that our highways arc used to transport 
drugs," says Gray. "We have a clear mandate to stop the 
flow of drugs, but we will pursue |tralfickeni| within the 
law. The Maryland State Police has not, does not, and 
never will condone the use of race profiling." 

Gray describes the troublmg MSP report as a neces- 
sar)' solution to a specific problem: "It was not refer- 
ring to black people in general but to a particular ganj: 
that was bringing drugs into the state." Gray, who is 
African-American, also points out that he has never been 
stopped. But he's at a loss to explain some stunning sta- 
tistics culled from data aimpiled by the MSP in the three 
years since the Wilkins settlement: African-Americans 
account for only 17 percent of the 111 million travelers 
who pass through Maryland on I-95 each year, yet thc\ 
compnse 70 percent of ihc traffic stops. 

Separate surveys in other states paint a similarly dis- 
mal portrait. In 1996, a New jersey SupenorCoun Judge 
found that black drivers were 4.85 times more likely than 
white dnvers to be pulled over by troopers. The results of 
a study published in 1997 by the Orlando Sentinel deter- 
mined that black drivers on the Florida Turnpike were 
5.5 times more likely to be searched than white drivers. 

Senator Bill McCollum (R-Florida) is one legislator 
who views profiling as a necessary and effective drug 
interdiction technique. He defended the practice 
last April on ABC's Nightline. "If we eliminated profil- 
ing, we would be in deep trouble in terms of the deter- 
rent effect. All studies I've seen have shown that. . .a dis- 
proportionate amount of crimes dealing with drugs and 
dealingwith violent cnme are being committed by African- 



Americans than by other racial or ethnic groups." 

It is true that poor people tendtocommitmore crimes, 
and blacks and Latinos do make up a disproportionate per- 
centage of America's underclass. But McCollum's theory 
is disproved by a closer look at police statistics. More than 
three years of monitoring Maryland's I-95 showed that 75 
percent of the minorities who were searched had no dmgs, 
while 75 percent of the whites who were searched did. 

Nonetheless, increasing numbem of law enforcement 
officials are conceding that race too often plays a part in 
determining who is stopped and searched. In an April 
1998 interview with the Seattle Posl-lnlelligencer, Seattle 
police chief Norm Stamper admitted that, as a cop work- 
ing in San Diego 30 years ago, he "jacked around young 
people and people of color, stopping them for no rea- 
son, using every trick in the book to goad them." 





"That's the way it is in most police departments. Make 
that «// police departments." says Ronald Hampton, 
the executive director of the National Black Police 
Association. A 24-year veteran of the D.C. police- 
department, Hampton claims profiling is part of cop cul- 
ture. "If you want to be successful, that's what you do. 
They say there's no quota, but if you don't make arrests, 
write tickets, make traffic stops, then you're not doing 
your job. So, who do you think they're going to stop?" 

"There is a level of personal satisfaction in it," says 
Diop Kamau, a former police sergeant who established 
the Police Complaint Center, which conducts sur- 
veillance stakeouts to catch cops harassing or illegal- 
ly detaining black motorists. "They're |ust bumping 
stais," he says. "They don't have to do any real police 



work when they just deal with African-Amencans. They 
don't have to worry about retaliation because the cred- 
ibility of blacks is so low. " 

Thirty years of complaints about race-based traffic 
stops prompted Congressman John Conyersjr. (D-Michi- 
gan), a member of the House Judiciary Committee and 
head of the Congressional Black Caucus, to propose what 
he calls his Driving While Black legislation. The bill, 
which passed the House unanimously last March but lat- 
er stalled in the Senate, requires the U.S. Attorney Gen- 
eral to collect informarion on the number of African- 
Americans being targeted for routine traffic stops. 

"There are virtually no African-American males- 
including congressmen, actors, athletes, and ofiice work- 
ers-who have not been stopped for an alleged traffic vio- 
lation," Conyers says. "A member of Congress told me 
he had been stopped seven times while traveling on I- 
95." He declined to name the congressman. 

Kamau claims that police work retroactively. "After 
they stop you, then they find probable cause," he says. 
"There may be some minor traffic violation, but they 
would never use it to stop a white driver. They assume 
it will work with black drivers, and ninety-eight percent 
of the time it does. Who's going to take them to court?" 

This past June 4, a group of 11 black motorists filed a 
class-acrion suit in Maryland federal court, charging that, 
five years after the Wilkins case, unjustified searches con- 
tinue. Plaintiffs George Taylor and Eric Cook, both 25, 
say they've been stopped 20 times each. On one trip 
along I-95, they were detained, questioned, and searched 
for more than 90 minutes. The reason ? An air freshener 
hanging from their rearview mirror was obstructing the 
view. After scattering their belongings on the roadside 
and finding nothing, the off icer told them to have a nice 
day. "I continue to feel pretty fnghtened on I-95," says 
plaintiff Gary D. Rodwell, "patticulariy after the sun goes 
down. I know I'm pretty much at the whim of people 
who are supposed to protect and serve." 

"Profiling IS one way of classifying minorities as sec- 
ond-class citizens," says Kamau. "It eliminates our abil- 
ity to travel freely throughout the country." Represen- 
tative Conyers says the consequences run deeper than 
that. "This unfair treatment leads minonties to distrust 
the criminal justice system. It lowers the respect for law 
and order. If everybody views the police as the enemy, 
law enforcement can't succeed." 

The Newjersey state police recently installed video- 
cameras m all their cruisers to monitor stops; but don't 
expect profilingto disappear anytime soon. In 1996, the 
Supreme Court breathed new life into the practice when 
11 ruled that evidence seized dunng a traffic stop, no mat- 
ter how contnved the excuse for a search, couldn't be 
suppressed. As long as the driver committed some sort 
of violation, police are free to pursue any investigation. 

While other attorneys display the Constitution or 
the Bill of Rights, Robert Wilkins hangs a copy of the 
Maryland State Police criminal intelligence report on his 
door. "I keep it to remind myself and other people of 
what's going on in this country," he says. "There are so 
many people that this happens to, but they don't have 
the time, the mental energy, or the money for redress; 
so they just let it go. They say this is just life m Amenca. 
Maybe so, but we have to change it." □ 
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There are a lot of female singers out there, but not 
many can sing. Live, Without even warming up. But 
that's exactly what Kelly Price is doing. She's at 
N.'/.C.'s (WQHT) Hot 97. leaning into the mike and 
singing her heart out. And as the 25-year-old wife and 
mother of two lets it rip, her clear alto takes you back — 
to that time when passion, intensity, and actual singing 
ability were the hallmarks of rhythm and blues. 

All of the above qualities are abundantly evident 
on Price's solo debut, the aptly titled Soul of a Woman 
(T-Neck/lsland). The album explores the ups. downs, 
and in-betweens of the man/woman thang. Price sums 
it up thus: "This is music that's gonna make you feel 
good. It'sgonna make ya wanna make love, makeya 



wanna make babies, make ya wanna reconcile and 
bring back good feelings." Mainly self-penned and 
featuring duets with 1 1 2's Daron Jones and R. Kelly 
(who truly goes for his on the red-hot duet "Just One 
More Time"). Soul of a Woman bridges the gap 
between the music charts and the church — which is 
not surprising since Price calls both places home. 

A native and current resident of Queens. New York, 
Price has been R&B's premier session woman for 
more than six years. She's written and performed with 
a hit parade of big-time stars — among them Mariah 
Carey, the Isleys (Price is signed to Ronald Isley's 
T-Neck Records), Brandy, and the Notorious B.I.G. 
That's Price singing the hook on Biggie's 1997 "Mo 



Money Mo Problems" and Mase's "Feel So Good." 
She can also be heard on a forthcoming gospel 
album produced by Sean "Puffy" Combs. Price's kids 
call him Uncle Puffy, and he produced two tracks on 
her album. 

And though she's prepared to grab pop music's 
brass ring, Kelly remains calm, good-natured, and qui- 
etly focused on what motivates her. "I will always be 
a gospel singer, no matter how successful I get with 
what I'm doing now. I was born and bred a gospel 
singer. I'm taking what my talent and my gift was 
founded on, and I'm just expanding. It's a waste to 
have a gift that God gives you and then not share it." 

Amy Linden 



L 



V I ■ ■ 115 




THREEGMAFIATHe hustlers 

PHOTOSRAPH BY FRANCESCA SORRENTI 

You can hop on a boat here and go straight to New 
Orleans," says Three 6 Mafia's coleader D.J. Paul (Paul 
Beauregard. 23), standing in Memphis's appropnately 
named Riverside Park, which overlooks the Mississippi. 
His Rolex and gold fronts look similar to those of his No 
Limit Records rivals down the massive, country-cutting 
waterway, but the tattoo on his neck is unique: a black 
bartjed wire tracing the length of his jugular vein. And the 
tattoo is only one part of Three 6 Mafia's symbolism. Their 
logo is a Grim Reaper standing with a clock, and Chpt. 2: 
WorkI Domination (Hypnotize Minds/Relativity), their recent, 
rugged, heavy metaHsh major-label debut, features blood- 
curdling titles like "Spill My Blood" and "Bodyparts 2." But 
Juicy J (Jordan Houston, 25) swears they're "not Satanic." 

"I go to church. Ain't none of that going on with Three 6 
Mafia," says J, the group's co-CEO and coproducer. "We 
call ourselves that because we started with three people 
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in the group, added another three, making it Three 6." North 
Memphis's Juicy J and Beauregard (of Black Haven. Mem- 
phis) started out as rival mix-tape DJs in the early '90s, 
each selling tapes out of his proverbial (but separate) trunk. 
Then they joined forces with local rappers Koopsta Knic- 
ca, Crunchy Black, Lord Infamous, and Gangsta Boo to 
form Three 6 and its umbrella group. Hypnotize Minds Pro- 
ductions. 

Soon after, their second, very independent album, 
1997's The End (Prophet Entertainment), sold almost 
1 00,000 copies. It was fueled by the southern hit single 
"Tear da Club Up." Now armed with a Relativity Records 
distnbution deal, the ruff 'n' ready Memphis clique hopes 
one day to rival the success of New Orleans's No Limit 
Records or Houston's Rap-a-Lot. 

"We fittin' to build our shit like Stax," Juicy J says, 
invoking the name of the legendary Memphis label that 



spawned the likes of Otis Redding and Isaac Hayes. "I'm 
just making things happen — getting artists paid, taking 
folks off the street, and getting folks a second chance at life 
in this rap music." 

And at all of 1 9, Lola "Gangsta Boo" Mitchell is jump- 
ing at that chance with a sweetheart face and a pit bull atti- 
tude. But she recognizes her double-sided persona: 
'Gangsta Boo and Lola are two different people," she says 
about herself. "Boo is this bad-ass bitch diva who knows 
she's the shit, and Lola is this girl that don't know for sure." 
So, beneath Boo's tough extenor, Lola's sensitivity sneaks 
out. And after suffering the violent loss of her close friend 
and her stepsister, Boo figures — as does all of the Mafia — 
that it's time for triumph after tragedy. "I don't want to see 
none of that drama no more," she says. "I don't want to see 
nothing but my mama in a Jacuzzi, eating grapes." Amen 
to that. Cheo Hodan Coker 





RAGHIB The chameleon 

PHOTOGRAPH BY GUY AROCH 

It's a chilly, winter night in Paris. As a soft rain falls gently from the 
evening, City of Light's sky, a boyish American dressed in shiny, 
glam-rock Bowie pants and his old girlfriend's black sweater stares 
at the Notre-Dame Cathedral. The spirit of Quasimodo groans from 
the bell tower. Deadly, weather-worn gargoyles snarl in the distance. 
"From the time I was a child," says Rachid Bell, 24, "people have known 
I was different. It's not that I was trying to be. but like my music, I'm a 
walking contradiction." 

On his daring debut disc. Prototype (Universal). Rachid refuses to 
be locked into convention. "I wanted my material to be a romantic, 
revolutionary hybrid of different musical genres," says Rachid, his 
voice soft as the breeze. "I love hip hop and soul music, but as a con- 
ceptualist, I'm not interested in my music being stereotyped." 
Influenced by the frantic feedback of Sonic Youth, the midnight wail 
of Chaka Khan, and the sonic mutations of David Bowie. Prototype 
attempts to redefine the borders that surround much of pop music. 
"When I write my lyrics. I try to think of myself as a poet," says the Sarah 
Lawrence College grad. "I hope my lyrics read like poetry even when 
they're separated from the music." 

Spoon-fed the sounds of uncut funk as a New Jersey child (Rachtd's 
pop. Ronald Bell, a.k.a. Khalis Bayyan, was a founding mack daddy of 
the seminal '70s group Kool & the Gang). Rachid and his first single. 
"Pride." conjure up images of Joni Ivlitchell sipping tea with Seal in the 
soundgardens of Versailles. "That was the first song I recorded when 
I t>egan this project," says Rachid. "There is a beauty to it, with its hip 
hop sample and cello, that I think is a wonderful introduction to what 1 
represent." Welcome to the new alternative — to alternative. 

Michael A. Gonzales 



MOLOTOV and pLASTILINA MOSHmpmiiifloiHH'ies 

PHOTOGRAPHS BY YVOHNE VENEGAS 



Mexico, circa 1990s: Police chiefs fraternize with drug i<ingpins; high-ranking 
government officials stuff their luggage full of laundered money; the former 
president makes off like a first-class fugitive, and the dominant PRI party (which 
has ruled for more than 70 years) overlooks slave-latjor conditions in the name of 
the U.S.-initiated Free Trade Agreement. Meanwhile, a repressive state appara- 
tus discourages artistic dissent or antigovernment protest. 

But where there's repression, there's bound to be a crafty clutch of subver- 
sives looking to upend the status quo. Enter the new breed of rock en espanol 
bands, whose in-yo'-face blend of Western-style aggression and genre-bending 
is blasting open new pathways for musicians south of the border. Two bands in par- 
ticular. Molotov and Plastilina Mosh. are doing it on their own terms, with tricky 
beats, radical politics, brash guitars, and an incurable hip hop jones. 

The more politically minded of the two bands, Molotov are natural-born fire- 
starters. Ever since the quartet began stirring up shit a year ago with musical 



poison darts aimed straight for the heart of the government's oppressive pater- 
nalism, they have become the Latino correlative of our Rage Against the 
Machine. Their debut album. iDondeJugaran las Ninas? (Surco/Universal). 
contains such incendiary manifesTCo as "Gimme Tha Power," which excori- 
ates Mexico City's corrupt police force, and "Que no te haga bobo Jacobo." a 
song that lays bare the omnipotent power of Televisa. the state-owned com- 
munications monolith 

All of this made the band "untouchables" among Mexico's tight-knit media 
cabal. Radio and TV wouldn't play them, and the press either blacklisted them or 
conjured up outlandish lies about them. "The press said some very funny things 
about us." says drummer Randy Ebright. The sole gnngo in Molotov (his father was 
a DEA agent in Mexico City). Ebright. along with bassist Paco Ayala and guitarist Tito 
Fuentes. is kickin' it poolside at the Magic Hotel in Hollywood. California on the eve 
of a House of Blues gig (the other bassist, Mickey Huidobro, lost his passport and 



From left: Tito Fuentes, Randy Ebright, 
Paco Ayala, Mickey Huidobro 





almost missed the perfomiance). "One journalist wrote that we threw buckets of 
piss at our audiences. You'd have to dhnk a lot of beer to be able to do that, man!" 

While record stores were being strong-armed into not selling their album, the 
band took their message directly to the people. "We went out and sold it on the 
streets." says Fuentes. "We put on aprons with our logotype on it and started sell- 
ing it to passing pedestnans. We sold about six hundred in a few hours." 

Although Plastilina Mosh haven't encountered any government-sponsored 
resistance, it's had to surmount other challenges — like how to stir up a hip hop 
counterrevolution in a country where urban music is virtually invisible. "I don't think 
there is a real hip hop culture in Ivlexico." says Alejandro Rosso, who. along with 
singer/guitarist Jonas, compnses P. fvlosh . "It's more like a fashion thing." 

Rosso was also a latecomer: he was too busy studying classical piano to pay 
much attention. Then he discovered the Beastie Boys' 1 989 Paul 's Boutique, and 
everything changed. After stocking up on vintage analog gear ("It's very cheap 
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to buy equipment in fi^exico") and a bunch of old breakbeat vinyl. Rosso hooked 
up with Jonas, a lapsed punk rocker eager to bust out of his own self-imposed 
three-chord gulag. 

Together, the duo concocted serious funked-up hip hop, flavored with wiggy 
Tropicalismo grooves, and released their debut, Aquamosh (Tombola Record- 
ings/EIVli Mexico). Last spring, the album's Beastie-esque single "Nino Bomba" 
was leaked early to f^exican radio and became an overnight hit. Clearly, the fvlex- 
ican youth were ready to get down on the one. and P. Ivlosh were ready to deliver. 

"Molotovare into politics, and they do it well, but we have no interest in putting 
messages in our music." says Rosso, phoning from his tour bus en route to an LA. 
gig. 'Aquamosh (tentatively due out Stateside this fall] is a really positive album, 
even during its darkest and harshest parts. I guess you could call it happy music. 
I mean, we just wanna dnnk beer and look at beautiful Brazilian women! " Spoken 
like a true cultural anarchist. Marc Weingarten 
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This summer, 
terror won't be taking 



a vacation. 
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It ain't easy being a teen pop phenomenon. 

It's i<inda scary to feel like the eyes of the world are 
focused on your every move. " says Cleopatra Higgins. 
the precocious, box-braided 1 6 year old whose soulful 
pipes and first name fuel the sister act that has kids all 
over the world saying, "Spice Who?" The giddy, air- 
punchin' funk of "Cleopatra's Theme " has pumped new 
life into the girl-power movement, scaling the pop chart 
in the U.K. If only its new leaders weren't so shy about 
their newfound position as role models. "I just don't 
know," says Cleopatra, "if we're capable of that just yet." 

In tnjth, they're totally up to the task. Cleopatra and 
her siblings — the fresh-faced and equally well braided 
Zainam. 1 7, and Yonah. 1 4 — tease and tickle one another 



in their hotel room t>etween grueling promotional appear- 
ances. But their youthful energy is balanced by mature 
poise, as well as the eyes of their watchful mom. Chris- 
tine Higgins. 

If you dig past the glistening pop/R&B grooves of the 
trio's full-length debut. Comin' Atcha (MavenckAVamer 
Bros.), you'll discover far more than vapid "Ooh, baby, 
baby" lyric fodder. "We're all about positivity and personal 
power." says Cleopatra, who first displayed prodigious 
songwriting skills at the tender age of six. Since then, she's 
penned self-esteem-raisers ("Don't Suffer in Silence") 
and socially conscious jams ("The World We Live In") with 
the technical dexterity and emotional insight of tunesmiths 
twice her age. "Writing has always come very easy to me." 
she says modestly. "I guess I'm pretty lucky." 



Their good luck streak started six years ago, when 
the Manchester, England trio snagged first place in a local 
talent show with a spunky rendition of En Vogue's "Hold 
On." Soon after, they were on the road, opening for Ice- 
T. They've rarely been home for longer than a week ever 
since. And with "Cleopatra's Theme" quickly gathering 
fans among the Mall-America crowd, this roller-coaster 
nde is far from over, 

"The travel is brilliant: but sometimes I really miss my 
mates and my bedroom." Yonah says with a sigh. 
Zainam chimes in; "After a while, your life starts to feel 
like one long interview. But then I remember that I'm 
doing something that most people only dream of, and I 
check myself." Aaah, the rigors of life in teen heaven. 

Larry Flick 
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WHY BUDDY LEE DOESN'T USE A STUNT DOLL. 



WHEN ACTION CALLS. 
BUDDY NEVER JUST 

"LETS THE MACHINE GET IT." 




OUR THREAD 
CAHBEAT 
UP THEIR 
THREAD. 



Rach pair of Lei 
Dunttarces is stitched 
with hc;i\y, golilcn wheat ^ 
threiul. A tough, mean 
thread as hir as threads gt). 
■ In addition, spcdal attention ] 
is given to areas like pockets 
and waistbands. WTiich 
me;)ns these Dungarees 
are more than capable 
of handhng extreme 
envinmments. sndistic 
washing machines 
and anything your 
scrawny btlle legs 
can dish out. 
Sort), that was 
the thread talking. 



Inertia, Newton 's third law of movement, simply put, states: 



\ Ixuly in motion tends to stay in motion unless acted 
y\\xm b\ an external force, \e\er ones to let a little thing 
like geodvnamic physics get in our way. we designed 
L these ieans to withstand a large variet)' of external 
forces. 'lb learn more about inertia and its various 
effects, \ isit your local librar)", or nm headlong 
, into a brick wall. (Ed. note; We recommend the fomet ) 






"AIR MATS ARE 
FOR WUSSIES." 




i the scenes with Buddy s 
stunt coordinator. B.J Hooker 

Iwclve tours of dut) and Tv,i> 
summer replacement seasons 
of ".-Vmerica's Funniest (Col- 
lisions" proxed good training 
for B.J. 1 lookers newest duties 
as stunt coordinator in Buddy 
Lee's acclaimed new "Man ol 
,\cti(m commemals. \\*e met 
up with Mr. Hooker on the 
set of Buddy Lee's latcst'IA' 
spot. Here's w hat _ he had to 
say: "Ciet out ol /my way, you 
pencil - pushing/ nme-to-five 
desk iockey. O/tn't you sec I'm 
trying to do/some work here?" 
All furthery7atteinpts toward 
convcrsat/on pnned hitile. 



Afr Hoolier's opintons 
are his own We apotogae 
to any wusstei that may 
tisw Oeea oUenOed 
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Journal APR on cam advances Is equal to Prime Rate plus 8.9% with an 18.9% floor rme APR on cash advances is 18.9% as of 5/15/98.) The casfi advance fee is 4% (» minlmumi. 



THE ONES WHO MAKE MUSIC MATTER 




WHO MAKE MOVIES BUT DON'T FAKE MOVES 
WHO HAKE THEIR S T 0 Y HISTORY 
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I KEEP IT REAL- AND KEEP US DREAMING 
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THE FRESH KING 

In just over a decade, 2<^y ear-old Willard C. Smith Jr has gone from kickingrhymes in a 
Philadelphia basement to winning Grammy s, tackling TV Land, and commanding eight-figure 
paychecks for starring on the big screen. And, ifhe puts his mind to it, he says he could take Michael 
Jordan to the hoop— and even conquer the White House. Mike Sager bears witness to Will Power 



Will Smith steps up lightly and addresses the ball. 
He wriggles his fingers. He waggles his hips. 
"A'ight, here we go," he announces. "This is my 
first swing of the day, so it might not be great. But I 
promise you: It willget better." 

He takes a breath, exhales slowly, sibilantly, a guy 
at the foul line during finals. He is a handsome man, 
six foot two, 180 pounds, with honey-colored skin, a 
close-cropped beard, trademark Dumbo ears. Years 
ago, a friend likened the rearview of his head to that 
of a '68 Buick with the doors open. Smith credits his 
ears for his mass appeal, likes to say that Americans 
have an ear fetish, citing Clark Gable, Mickey Mouse, 
and Ross Perot-a lineup of iconic characters with 
whom he shares more than just a passing physical 
resemblance: leading man, loveable cartoon, popu- 
lar capitalist from humble roots with a talent for 
attracting admirers of all colors and social stations. 
He draws back the club, a sand wedge. His antic brown 
eyes narrow into slits. His button nose wrinkles with 
concentration. He swings: Thwack! 

The ball sails, a high-arching parabola. It fades 



right, into the rough; misses the green by 20 yards. 

"Oooooh," he says, a sound of pain. He rarely utters 
a curse word. \Vhen he was 12, writing his first rhymes, 
he'd started out in the mode of cuss words and ghet- 
to scenes and tales of sexual conquest. Then Grandma 
found his rap book. Shocked, she wrote a litde note 
on one of the pages: 

Dear Will, 

Truly intelligent people do not have to me this type ojlan- 
guage to express themselves. Why don 't you show the world 
thatyou are as smart as we all ihinkyou are? 

Somehow, that struck a chord with Smith-the idea 
that ifhe ever did make a record, if it ever did reach 
the airwaves, he would want his family to be proud 
when it came on the radio. 

Smith also has a mania for good grammar. It can 
get a little irritating. His wife, the actressjada Pinkett, 
calls him Captain Correction. Then there's his thing 
for organizarion. When he writes-a romantic come- 
dy, coauthored with his wife, has been purchased by 



Universal-his pencils must be aligned just so, his 
computer must be sitting just so. His laser disc col- 
lection is filed alphabefically, separated by letter tab 
dividers. His underwear drawer is not open for pub- 
lic discussion. You can see how Smith might have fit 
in perfectly as an engineering student at the Massa- 
chusetts Institute of Technology (where he'd been 
accepted just before his 1987 Jive debut. Rock the 
House)-a nerdy guy with a calculator and a pocket 
protector studying late into the night. 

He readjusts his red-and-white Phillies cap, fiddles 
with the long tail of his red-and-white Phillies jersey. 
"See? Tliat's the first swing of the day. I told you. I 
been working at this, man. And when I work at some- 
thing, I am relentless." 

He is standing in a patch of yard on the side of 
his Spanish mission-style house. The sign out front 
on the gate says Hacienda de Norte. It's located on 
four acres of rolling desert scrubland an hour or so 
northwest of Hollywood, in Ventura County, not too 
many miles distant from the storied environs of the 
Simi Valley, where the first Rodney King trial took 
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place. A tasteful mini-mansion in an upscale com- 
munity, the Smith house boasts a pool and gazebo, 
oriental rugs, beamed ceilings, an autographed pho- 
to of Muhammad Ali, a recording studio, an antique 
saddle on an antique saw horse, a rough-hewn foot- 
bridge over a meandering stream. And, of course, this 
par-three, 150-yard golf hole, set into the corner of 
the lush estate. 

It is a warm, overcast day in early June. 
Aside from the handyman and the cook. 
Smith has the spread to himself His five-year- 
old son by his first marriage, Willard C. Smith 
III, known as Trey, is nowhere in evidence, and 
neither are his three Rotweilers, two of which 
were presents fromjay Leno. His wife-he calls 
her Miss Jada-lit out in Smith's cherry red 
Range Rover 15 minutes ago, wearing a base- 
ball cap and big shades. Heavily pregnant, 
three weeks shy of her due date, she wants no 
part of any media. 

Will has the day off from filming his lat- 
est movie, a remake of an old television show, 
Ue Wild, Wild W«/(Wamer Bros.), costarring 
Kevin Kline, Kenneth Branagh, and Salma 
Hayek. Following the formula of his recent 
crossover action successes. Smith is the lead, 
special agent Jim West, a part made popular 
by Robert Conrad-you might remember him 
as the tough guy in commercials who dared 
you to knock a battery off his shoulder. Anoth- 
er movie, fnmy q/VAf (Buena Vista), pro- 
duced by Jerry Bruckheimer (Bad Boys, Top 
Gun), starring Gene Hackman,Jon Voight, and 
Regina King, is scheduled for release around 
Thanksgiving. Smith plays a young attorney 
who loses his fast-track career and his happy 
home life when he is framed for murder by a 
corrupt intelligence official. 

Smith reaches out with his club, rolls one of 
the small, white, dimpled spheres over from the 
pile left by the gardener, whose duties around 
the grounds include collecting errant balls. He 
wriggles his fingers, waggles his hips. "A'ight. 
A'ight! This one is on the green." Thwack! 

The ball sails, a high-arching parabola. It draws off 
to the left, plops into the sand trap. 

"A'ight, I ain't piayin' now," he says, a little irri- 
tated, inflating his chest, laying on the dialect, call- 
ing up his street side. Smith spent his first eight years 
in a predominantly white Catholic school, his last 
four in a mostly black public high school. He is flu- 
ent in the language and customs of both woHds; 
thinks that to be successful in America, a black per- 
son must be, as he puts it, "bidialectal." He taps anoth- 
er ball into position. "No more fooling around. Right 
on the green !" He wriggles his fingers. He sets his jaw. 
He steps back. 

"You know," he says wistfully, stalling a moment, 
looking out into the middle distance, down his own 
personal fairway, toward the little flag fluttering over 
the hole, "the beauty of golf is that it removes all of 
the physical differences that people might have. You, 
me, Kareem, Emmett Smith— everybody's even on 
the golf course. It's like, a ninety-year-old guy could 
whup my ass on the golf course right now. Doesn't 
matter who you are; you just gotta work." 

He steps to the ball, adjusts his feet, clad in red- 
and-white Scottie Pippens. He inhales, exhales, steps 
back again-there is more to say : 



"Now, my father, he was a man who could do some 
work. He had his own refrigerator business in Philly. 
Sometimes I'd go with him on jobs. We would do 
installations, put these big freezer cases in super- 
markets. A lot of times, we ended up working in the 
basement. A supermarket basement is the nastiest 
place that you could ever be in your life. One rime, 
we were in this place, and there was like two inches of 



JUST THE TWO OF US: Willie and Jada get jiggy at 
the 1997 MTV Music Video Awards 




muddy thick old food gunk on the floor, and there 
was a big old dead rat. My father, with his bare hands, 
picked up the dead rat and threw it out of the way. 
Then he put his head down on the floor right where 
the dead rat had been and went to work. And he never 
flinched, you know? He didn't, like, pick it up with 
two fingers because it was nasty. When a rat eats poi- 
son, you know how they just rot through from the 
inside out? Well, this was one of those. And he just 
picked it up with his bare hands and threw it away 
like it was a piece of paper. 

"What I do is difficult sometimes. What my father 
did was real hard work. I never complain at work. No 
matter how difficult it is, no matter how much of an 
asshole the person is that I'm working with, no mat- 
ter how hot, no matter how shitty the day is. I see a lot 
of people complaining, you know, the water wasn't 
cold enough when it was brought to the set, and all 
this. I thank God every day that I don't have to feed 
my family shovin' rats out of the way, putting my head 
on a nasty floor under a compressor. There are much 
worse jobs to have than this." 

He steps forward and addresses the ball, sets his 
feet shoulder-width on the matted grass. "On the green 
this time," he says quiedy. He waggles his hips. Thwack! 



The ball sails, a high-arching parabola. It bounces 
in the rough, then hops up onto the green, rolling 
fast. It ricochets off the pin, dead on. 

"There you go," he says quietly. There is no cele- 
bration. No dance, no whoop, nothing more than a 
little grin. He lays the club on a chair. "Ready to get 
something to eat?" 

Since 1989, when he won rap music's very 
tirst Grammy-as the rhyming half of D.J. 
jazzy Jeff & the Fresh Prince- Will Smith 
has been proving that the business of enter- 
tainment can be just like the game of golf: If 
you work hard and find the right product to sell, 
you can overcome your physical differences. 

Now 29, Smith has broken Hollywood's 
color barrier and crossed over from rapper to 
sitcom star to bona fide mainstream matinee 
idol, a big-ticket box office draw with two pro- 
duction companies- Will Smith Enterprises 
and Overbrook Entertainmcnt-an umbrella 
deal at Universal, and a per-picture asking price 
upward of $12 million. His last two movies. 
Independence Day (Twentieth Century Fox) and 
Men in Black (Columbia), are the third and 
ninth all-time highest worldwide grossing 
movies in history, behind Titanic ^nd Jurassic 
Park. It is a statistic that carries the ultimate 
cachet in Hollywood. 

Smith himself will tell you he's no De Niro 
or Fishbume. Tliough he spent six years learn- 
ing comedy in the work/study program that 
was his TV hit, NBC's Tlte Fresh Prince of Bel- 
/lir-now thriving in syndication— and took 
a few acting and dialect lessons for his break- 
through dramatic role in 1993's Six Degrees 0/ 
Separation (MGM), he is an unschooled per- 
former. His greatest asset is his talent for act- 
ing like himself, for translating his natural, 
Tom Hanks-like affability to the screen, both 
large and small. 

"His charm," Newsweek once wrote, "is sim- 
ple comedic brilliance-his sensibility is built 
around taking the hot air out of people. Black, 
white, rich, poor, government agents, aliens-nobody 
gets to act self-important when he's around. He's a 
great leveler, a reluctant hero who's always one step 
from bailing on his exhausting moral duties." Trans- 
lation: Women and children love him; men identify 
with him; nobody envies or fears or feels insecure 
around him. A reflection of a model hero in a color- 
blind, idealized America, it was he who was chosen 
for the big, symphonic, come-together moment in ID4. 
After he and Jeff Goldblum blow the aliens to 
smithereens and save the planet, Goldblum leans 
over, squeezes Smith's shoulder. "I love you, man," 
he says. 

Hope you don't mind; we eat pretty healthy around 
here these days," says Smith, sitting at the head 
of a long wood plank table in his dining room, 
presiding over a brunch of scrambled egg whites, 
French toast, fresh-squeezed orange juice, and turkey 
bacon prepared by the couple's fiill-time cook. 

He's in an expansive mood, happy for a day off- 
happy, perhaps, not to spend said day off in the man- 
ner of all expectant husbands thisclose to the due 
date, steppin' and fetchin', commiserating and con- 
soling, picking up things that fall below waist level. 
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In a recent Los Angeles Times article, Smith was count- 
ed-along with Quincy Jones, Oprah Winfrey, Ken- 
neth "Babyface" Edmonds and his wife, Tracey 
Edmonds, Ice Cube, and Magicjohnson-as a mem- 
ber of "a select number of African-Americans [who] 
have parlayed success in one field into power in the 
movie world." For the next hour or so he holds forth 
on the nature of race, power, and respect in Holly- 
wood. 

"America keeps you very conscious of your com- 
plexion," he says, pouring drawn butter on his French 
toast-a concession to the master's rich tastes while 
the mistress is away. "America views your complex- 
ion as a limit, but you can't allow yourself to fall into 
that same line of warped thinking. I love the fact that 
I'm black in Hollywood. When you're the underdog, 
you can say anything, you can do anything, because 



"Senor Will? Pardon me." It's the cook, sticking 
her head out of the kitchen. 
"Yes?" 

"Sorry to bother you. The telephone is for you. It's 
Missjada." 

Smith lays down his fork, blots his lips with his 
napkin. "Excuse me," he says, taking his leave. 

He picks up the phone in the kitchen. It is a large 
room with industrial-size appliances and a ceramic 
tile floor. It echoes. Out in the dining room you can 
hear every word clearly. 

"Hey baby," he says. "Um-hum. . .okay. . .1 see...." 
He listens a while. 

"So lemme get this straight," he says, sounding a 
bit perplexed. "You want me to hang up so you can 
call back and leave a message on the machine. Can't 
I just write it down for you? I think I can do that, write 



ents Just Don't Understand"-during prime rime. 

Smith also maintains close contacts with rap roy- 
alty. While Tupac was alive— he was a homie ofjada's 
from Baltimore— they spoke frequently on the phone. 
Nas wrote "Gettin'Jiggy Wit It." And he counts Puffy 
Combs and Babyface among his "good acquain- 
tances." With the success of Smith's latest album, 
there are those who have revived the old disses against 
him, saying that he's more MC Hammer than true 
MC, a sanitized buffoon who is only returning to 
music to piggy-back his movie success. 

For Smith, such criticisms simply miss the point. 
"I always wanted to be an entertainer. My instincts 
have always been comedic," he says. "Rap music 
was just one of the things that I chose to do to enter- 
tain people. 

"Rappers like to talk about keepin' it real, you 



"MY FATHER, WITH HIS BARE H AND& PICKED UP THE DEAD RAT AND THREW IT 
OUT OF THE WAY. THEN HE PUT HIS HEAD DOWN ON THE FLOOR RIGHT WHERE 
THE DEAD RAT HAD BEEN AND WENT TO WORK. HE DIDN'T PICK IT UP WITH TWO 
FINGERS BECAUSE IT WAS NASTY. AND HE NEVER FLINCHED." 



you're not expected to win. You have absolutely noth- 
ing to lose. It's when you're on top that you have 
something to preserve, something to lose. To me, the 
problem that white people have with blacks, and vice 
versa, is more about the social hierarchy than it is 
about anything specific. It's like, we have a ladder, 
and I kicked you in your face to get to the top of this 
ladder, right? We were even, and I kicked you right in 
the center of your nose, and now I'm on top, okay? 
But when you're on the top of that ladder, I'm right 
behind you, I'm at your back. Strategically, it's a mucli 
better position. 

"For instance, Leonardo DiCaprio: He's got a 
more difficult time staying in his prasition than I have 
staying in mine because, well, I'm not expected to be 
here in the first place. And there is an entire country 
of black people who— whether my movie is good or 
bad— want me to win. Black people aren't going to let 
me go anywhere. Like, Oprah is not going anywhere, 
but Rosie O'Donnell has to stay on her game tight, 
you know what I'm sayin'? 

"The truth of the matter is," he says, serving him- 
self some eggs, "there's always gonna be .somebody 
who is finer than me. There's always somebody with 
a better body than me. There's always somebody who 
can act better than me. There's always somebody 
who's ftinnier than me. There's always somebody who 
can do whatever the thing is that I do. I'm not an A 
in any one of those categories, but I'm solid B's. I'm 
solid all the way across the board. 

"See, I feel like all humans are pretty much even. 
They start out even. There are certain natural gifts that 
some of us possess that others don't. That's the ten 
percent that you don't have any control over. But I 
think that ninety percent of what happens in your 
life-how you feel, what you're doing, how you live 
right now-is because of what )'o« do. It's a self-deter- 
minadon thing. In my mind, that means that Michael 
Jordan is only ten percent better at playing basketball 
than I am, a'ight? If I'm willing to work as hard as he 
worked, if I'm willing to work that hard, I can get to 
the point that he'll only be ten percent better than 
me. It is really about-" 



it down." 

He listens a while longer. "Um-hum. ..okay. ..I 
see...," he says. "Whatever you say, Missjada." 

Smith returns to his chair in the dining room. 
He sighs, picks up his napkin. He widens his anric 
brown eyes, raises his brows. "Hollywood is one 
thing, but women, dat dere is a whole different can 
a worms," he says, hamming it up like Amos 'n' 
Andy. "Um-hum! Yessiree! I tell ya! A whooooooole 
different can a' worms." 

Unlike other rappers who have moved on to tele- 
vision or films-Ice Cube, L.L. Cool J, Ice-T, and 
Queen Lafifah-Smith has worked himself out of 
low-comedy/gangsta ghetto entertainment and 
earned a reputation as a serious 
actor who plays just as strongly in 
Peoria as he does in Detroit. Along 
the way, he has somehow managed 
to avoid being labeled a sellout. His 
latest rap album. Big Willie Style 
(Columbia, 1997), has sold more 
than two million and was award- 
ed the Best Rap Solo Performance 
Grammy this year for the song 
"Men in Black." The platinum sin- 
gle "Gettin'Jiggy Wit It" went to 
No. 1 on Billboard' s pop chart. He 
also snagged an MTV Movie 
Award this year for Best Fight 
Scene-the one between him and 
the giant cockroach in MevinRlack. 
White people see him as lovable 
and nonthreatening; most of the 
brothers and sisters see him as 
being down.. .or at least as down as 
he ever was, considering his hip 
pop roots. To his credit. Smith is 
remembered in the hip hop com- 
munity for boycotting the 1989 
Grammy Awards show when it 
decided not to air the presentation 
of the first rap Grammy-for "Par- 



know? But it's like, Nigga, no you ain't!\{ you take all 
of the past five years of gangsta rap records, there's no 
way that those records are indicative of the lifestyle 
that those people lead every day. Every last one of 
them niggas has cried in the last five years about some- 
thing. A'ight? And if it ain't in your record, you ain't 
keepin' it real, you know what I'm sayin'? To me, that 
whole keepin' it real concept is hypocritical bullshit. 

"When I think of gangsta rap, I think of people who 
think they're doing what Tupac and Biggie were doing, 
but intellectually, spiritually, they're fallin' short of 
the mark. When Tupac made the song "Wonda Why 
They Call U Bytch," that was brilliant. He explained 
in the record like he was fifteen years deep into a psy- 
chological practice, like he had his Ph.D in psychol- 



MEN IN WHITE: D.J. Jazzy Jeff & the 
Fresh Prince, circa 199. 




WHAT'S NEXT 

"All that is popular 
in hip hop and TV 
and film — drugs, 
robbery, killing, 
etc. — will become 
unpopular. In the 
21st Century, the 
gods are not having 
It." 

— Kool Moe Dee 

"More hybrid 
sounds — lil<e 
countrv music 
samples in rap." 
—Todd Oldham, 
fashion designer 

The government is 

going to start 

selling air." 

— Sticky Fingazof 

Onyx 

"Niggas gonna be 
performing on other 
planets— Vo.' How 
kvas thai show on 
Mars?" 

— Suave Sonny 
Ceasarof Onyx 

"Bobby Brown. 
Bobby Brown, 
Bobby Brown. ..I'm 
about to be next. 
But on the real side, 
I think what's next is 
black artists getting 
our just due. We 
deserve to be paid 
forever, like sports 
figures." 
— Bobby Brown 

"The money will 
look like this: 
Jesus Christ with 
an Afro will be on 
the dollar bill. Kurt 
Cobain on the five 
dollar bill. Tens- 
Malcolm X. Eazy-E 
on the twenties. 
Huey Newton on 
the fifties, and 
Tupac on the new 
hundreds." 
—Shock G 

"The future of 
everything is com- 
puters — if you're 
not up on technolo- 
gy, you gonna be 
ass out." 
— Wyclef Jean 



ogy, you know. Biggie's fii^t album should be used in psychology class- 
es for understanding the mind-set of the urban Negro male. Everything 
is in there; everything is there between the lines. The problem is, peo- 
ple listen superficially, and they're not really getting into the depth 
of what he was really sayin', like how he doesn't like to make his moth- 
er cry, how a woman he loved set him up, how his misogyny is based 
on his insecurities. That was the thing about Tupac and Biggie: They 
were prophets. They were intellectually light-years ahead of everyone 
else. It's no/ just a coupla niggas cursing about hating people." 

Though success has brought with it the usual complement of envi- 
ous potshots and weird rumors-that Will's ex-wife caught him in 
bed with another man; that he is homophobic; thatjada is a lesbian; 
that their marriage is a convenient Holl>'wood front; that he is a para- 
noid conspiracy theorist who loves handguns; that he went broke a 
few years ago because of extortion by underworld figures; that he 
was involved somehow with the death of the Notorious B.I.G., with 
whom he was hanging out an hour before his murder-the fact seems 
to be that Will Smith is either squeaky clean, or he is an incredibly 
deceptive evil genius who has convinced the world that he is squeaky 
clean. In person, he seems to be exactly what he's given the public 
for the last decade: Affable, warm, serious but happy-go-lucky— a 
stand-up guy with an easy smile, a winning personality, and a work 
ethic to rival James Brown's. 

"Will is one of those fated people," says his former manager Ben- 



One rule in Hollywood is that the bigger you are, the less time you 
have to spend with reporters. A scant couple of years ago, the 
prospect of a Will Smith cover profile had him scurrying, spend- 
ing days ferrj'ing a journalist around, acting as driver and tour guide, 
opening up his life and his house and his office, introducing his broth- 
ers and sisters, supplying one more interview, one more scene, keef>- 
ing up the patter. Today, he has promised two hours and he has given 
three. He's been a gracious host, open and engaged. But at a certain 
point the worm begins to turn. The phone starts ringing nonstop, and 
Smith starts picking it up himself A foursome is assembled-the Fresh 
Prince and his crew of up-and-coming young brothers are about to 
descend upon a nearby golf course, baseball caps and jerseys amid the 
madras plaid and pastels, for a leisurely 18 holes. "Come on," Smith 
says, "I'll walk you out." 

You could say that Smith has lead a pretty charmed life. Lucky 
enough to be born to loving parents in the middle class, luck)' enough 
to break out of Jazzy Jeff's basement and make a record that got air- 
play, luck)' enough to have Quincy Jones lay an arm across his shoulder 
and make him a television star. Smith acknowledges his good karma 
and his lucky breaks, but at the same time, he has always remembered 
that nasty old supermarket basement with two inches of muddy old 
food gunk on the floor, and that big old dead rat. 

"I always knew 1 had to work," he says. "The first six episodes of 
Fresh Prince, I was so scared that 1 memorized the entire script. I was 



"I SAYTHISTO MY FRIENDS A LOT JOKIN'. BUT I'M REALLY SERIOUS. I FEEL LIKE I 
COULDBETHEPRESIDENTOFTHEUNITEDSTATES.PEOPLELAUGH,BUTISWEAR 
TO YOU, RIGHT NOW, SIHIN' HERE: I BELIEVE IF I SET MY MIND TO IT WITHIN THE 
NEXT FIFTEEN YEARS, I WOULD BE THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES." 



ny Medina, "one of those destined people, somebody who some- 
how makes sure he hits the mark he's supposed to.... He has a likability 
factor that I haven't seen in many people in this business. And he is 
hungry. With those qualities, you don't anticipate any boundaries." 

"If Will came to me and said he wanted to be the first rapper/ actor 
in space, I'd be the first one to go out and get me a spacesuit," says Jazzy 
Jeff, who coproduced three songs on Smith's last album and will over- 
see a community music studio project that Smith is bankrolling in 
Philadelphia. "Whatever Will says he's gonna do, he does." 

"Will Smith is flexible, smart, and extremely talented," says Quin- 
cy Jones. "He has a universal vision of life. His lenses are open wide; 
he knows the perfect balance between soul and science." It was Jones 
(the founder of this magazine) who anointed Smith, casting him per- 
sonally for the role in The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air, which Jones executive 
produced. It was a difficult time in Smith's career, when his record 
sales were sagging, and he was deep in debt to the IRS for back taxes. 
Smith will never forget that surprise phone call, Quincy Jones on the 
line from Hollywood: "Come on out here, boy, and let's start the 
rest of your life," Jones said. 

"After I got the show, I said to my boys, Yo! Come on, fiill court press," 
recalls Will, "The goal was to become the biggest actor in Hollywood. 
During those first three years of The Fresh Prince, we studied entertain- 
ment thoroughly. Every step we made was a calculated step. For exam- 
ple, we looked at trends. I looked at the Top Ten movies of all time, and 
seven of them had creatures in them: E. T, Jurassic Park, Close Encoun- 
ters of the Third Kind,Jaws. It was like. Okay, let's make movies that have 
creatures in them. We also studied the careers of people that had made 
successfiil transitions from television to film: Tom Hanks, Eddie Mur- 
phy, Jim Carrey. And we basically just went in and broke it down. Why 
were these people successfiil? 

"It came down to a couple of basic elements. They were regular 
guys. You looked at them and you felt like you had a great sense of who 
this person was when they were at home with their wife and their kids. 
Just a regular guy. 

"And I thought. Well, hell, why can't the next regular guy be me?" 



sure, at some point, that they were going to find out that I didn't know 
how to act, so I just sat down and learned ever)' single stage direction 
and every piece of dialog. In the early shows you can actually see me 
mouthing ever)'body's lines. And Jeff and I, back in Philly, we knew 
that we had to be practicing while the other guys were eating. We had 
to be practicing while the other guys were sleeping. We went to school 
and we practiced, and that was it. People see successful people, and 
they always think that their success must be because somebody liked 
them or gave them preferential treatment. Like when people see a suc- 
cessfiil woman and they just assume she must have slept with some- 
body to get there. 

"But the bottom line is, how hard are you willing to work? Are you 
willing to pick up that dead rat and just toss it aside?" 

The sun has broken through the clouds, birds are singing. Smith 
strolls with his hands clasped behind his back, the master of all that 
he surveys. Past the tee and the fairway, through the gardens, down 
the front path, past Miss Jada's bed of flowers and herbs, across the 
rough-hewn footbridge, over the meandering stream. He is asked for 
his final thoughts. 

"The thing I've learned in Hollywood is that I don't know what 
my limits are. I have no idea what my limits are. And I say this to my 
friends a lot, you know, jokin'. But I'm really serious. I feel like I could 
be the President of the United States. I feel like I could win! People 
laugh, but I swear, I'm not like just sayin' this to be funny-I swear to 
you, right now, sittin' here: I believe that if I set my mind to it, with- 
in the next fifteen years, I would be the President of the United States." 

The front gate to the fenced-in compound is an antique repro- 
ducrion, like something you might have found outside of a Spanish 
mission 200 years ago-weathered, splintered wood with a sliding peep- 
hole at face height. He tries to open it. He can't. 

He rattles the gate, peers through the peephole, ratdes the gate some 
more. He shmgs his shoulders. He mugs like the Fresh Prince-a broad, 
theatrical, self-deprecating, ail-American smile. "I guess I'd rather be 
locked in than locked out, you know what I'm sayin'? Come on, we'll 
find another way."Q 
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LADIES SING THE BLUES 

There 's Aaliyah and Monica and Toni and Brandy and Fiona and Sparkle and Mariah 
and Faith and even the divine Miss Whitney. But then there 's the singular Mary J. Blige— 
one of history 's true soul singers. And why Erykah Badu f Because she's revitalized, if not 

reinvented, the blues. ByToure 



IYou can tell a five-star album-that rare, flaw- 
less collection that senses the direction of the 
■ Zeitgeist and distills it into 60 or so minutes of 
recorded bliss-'cause you hear it boom-bapping 
throughout the world, seeping from Land Cruisers 
and lips, rooftops and headphones. Smoke a little and 
the birds seem to be singing along, trash cans do the 
bankhead bounce to that ubiquitous beat. 

Rarer still than the five-star album, though, is that 
rarest of cultural diamonds: the five-star/>(T.(ona. The 
artist who doesn't just talk about the dreams and fears 
of a generation, but who embodies them. Who steps 
onstage and immediately reminds you of people 
you've known or dated or shared family dinner with. 
Who reminds you of yourself. Who says things-with 
voice, clothes, attitude-that you've felt but were 
unable, or afraid, to say. Who is you writ large. Who 
doesn't keep it real. Is real. 

They are our cultural senators, elected to the Amer- 
ican Zeitgeist Parliament to tell our stories and spread 
our gospel by the way they sing, move, dress, live. 
They may or may not make five-star music, but you 



vote for them-buy the records, call the radio station, 
see the concert, wear the T-shirt, sing the songs, give 
up the love-because they are your true representa- 
tives. You probably can't name your congressman, 
but if you're a bad-ass, recklessly rebellious modem 
James Dean, you know the name Tupac. If you're an 
ambitiously sweet/sweetly ambitious fast-maturing 
teenage girl, you know the name Brandy. If you're 
struggling to keep your soul in a drug-encrusted uni- 
verse, you know the name Biggie. If you're a sensi- 
tive.street poet-prince, you know the name Nas. If 
you're ajuneteenth-celebrating boho headwraf)-rock- 
er with dreams of visiting Africa, or with plans to go 
back, you vote for Erykah Badu. And if you're a chron- 
ically underloved working single mom with a wack 
baby fava, who still walks the Ave. with the head-held- 
high pride of a street queen-oh yeah, every day you 
vote for Mary J. Blige. 

In an interview for his autobiography, KRS-One 
told me: 

Back when my hip hop career was starting, the rela- 
tionship between the artist and the audience was complete- 



ly different. Back then, it wasn 'I the record that rocked, it 
was the artist. When Michaeljackson was on top, he didn't 
have to prcwc himself to the audience-the audience had to 
pro7>e themselves to A1 ichael Jackson by buying his shit! 
Today, that's truer than ever. 

Z Remember Arrested Development? What hap- 
pened? When we in Atlanta first heard them, 
■ we were in love. They crystallized a euphoric 
Afrocentric mood that many at Morehouse, Spel- 
man, Clark, and Emory were feeling. But, we won- 
dered aloud, would they be embraced byjoe Iowa or, 
more importantly, by Kareem Detroit? AD came out 
and locked down 1992. Four times platinum sales for 
J Years, j Months Crz Days in the Life Of. . (Chrysalis), 
one Grammy, a Saturday Night Live performance, and 
a Wall Street Journal front page story. They were that 
Afrocentric breath of fresh air that hip hop had been 
waiting for. Or so it seemed. After one great album 
(the second, 1994's Zingalamaduni [Chrysahs] and 
one good MTV Unplugged (1993), we'd had enough 
of Speech the Preach. 
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Tlien, two summers ago, someone slipped me an advance tape of 
music by this girl from Fort Greene, Brooklyn via Dallas. At that point 
in Ft Greene (die Brooklyn area made famous by Spike Lee), there 
wasamovementgoin' on. Ayoungish community ofblack artists and 
intellectliak building a world where sistas in headwraps from black- 
owned Mothood could go online at the Internet atii co-owned by 
Alice Walkei's daughter and chat live wiA the MoAeriand. It was 
intoxicatingly Africa-centric but widi a tOtatg, urban Nuevalbdcfla- 
voL The songs on this girl's tape and the mature, reflective timbre of 
her voice were warm but weathered, lilce Langston Hughes's rivers. 
She sounded like someone who'd been here bdbre. She captured our 
Ft. Greene boho mood. But, we wondered, what would Kareem 
Detroit think? 

77;c last thing I said to Erykah when we finished her album was, Don V you 
wanna sell any units ? You got a chance: You sing. Stop tiyin ' to be so artsy. I 
said. It J brilliant, but it 's not gonna do anything. I thought the marketplace 
wasn V ready, [thought. This is bii> u;il!y the Roots with a songstress in fi'onl. 
I always do little focus groups with the kids on toy block, andwitb Eiykah I 
didn V even bother. I couldn 't imaffiuSiaqiuaunextdo»Wim'it. Eiykah 
justsaid.'Watd). You'ttset.' 

- ?uesdove, a.La. Ahmii; dnmuner, die Roots; coproducer of 1997's 

Kareem and Shaquana loved it; gave Eiykah Badu's Baduizm 
(Kedai/Univenal) double fdatinum sales, two Qammys, four Sotd 
Hm» Awards, a Jm^gfo SSowpeiformance, her iMcture on the cover 
of VIBE 

Maybe they were looldBg for messages. Maybe diey wanted a 
woman who wouldn't be foxy and sell her body and soul to sell records. 

A woman as regal and earthy as the ones in Maya Angelou's "Phe- 
nomenal Woman" and Nikki Giovanni's "Ego-Tripping." Who came 
with a little southern hospitality, a little contemporar>' Garv'eyism, a 
little urban worldlincss, a little otherworldly spirituality. Erykah had, 
as my pretend aunt says, a crude graceftJness about Iwi; Her move- 



ONEOFTHEFIRSTNIGHTSKEISHASTAYEDOVEHSHE 
WHISPma'mi»PUTONTHATiyMRYCD.''HAVE 
YOUEVERMADEL0VETOMirjJFC?YOUMIGHTBETHE 
ONLYONEINTHEHIPHOPNATIONWHOHASNT. 



ments are graceflil, but her connection with the audience can be erode. 
Still, maybe, with her respect for the Earth and respect for the body 
and respect tor the babies, maybe Er>'kah is loved because she-strong, 
proud, culturally aware, universal, spiritual, original yet ancient, with 
the moral authority of a runaway slave, a tnilyfive-Starsistuh— repre- 
sents the best potential in all of us. 

Kareem and Shaquana loved Erykah until they (and Ft. Greene) 
Started to notice a hint of artifice peeking through her curtain of nat- 
uralness. She seems culturally centered, but what's with the tric- 
knotriedgical rhetoric? She comes off deeply mature, but what's with 
herdbildhh incense fetish? 

Then, in one swipe, she changed everything. On the road to Arrest- 
ed Developmentville, Erykah made a sharp right turn. She said, "I'm 
gettin' tiiiired of yo' shit.... You don't nucv-ver buy me nothin'..." 
and dialed tq> Tyrone.* Erykah was cursing, she was getdn' her house 
in order, she was winking at us, she was, finally, human. She was laugh- 
ing on the track! Lau^iing, mostly, at herself. She was taking hersdf 
down a notch. She stopped, at least for a day, taking herself so got- 
damn seiiously. She rethed the Untouchable Afro Queen; became 
Regular Woman. She traded the immortal image for an immortal 



career. Remember Arrested Development? Not anymore. 

3 Dear Mary, I still hate you. It's been, like, five years since we 
last saw each other, and I still think that shit was fucked up. I 
■ know you were young-you'd just put out 1994's triple-platinum 
My Life-^nd you weren't really feeling journalists. But we werejust 
taldng a limo tide out to the Schlobohm projects, where you grew 
up, and talking over a few things so I could write a littk aiticle for 
the Ntm IM Thmt, and you jnst started wilding. I aAcd you some- 
thing like. Is it harder to sing over hip hop beats instead of classic 
melodies ? and you flipped on me. You were like, Tou're so fockin' 
stupid," and you cursed me out in a limo filled with people. You told 
me not to talk to you for the rest of the day, and for an hour we 
rode back to Manhattan in tense silence. Not before or since that 
long day have 1 ever felt so small. Never have I gone to interview a 
star-somcone I respected and fought to be able to write about-and 
walked away so embarrassed, 1 wanted to fuckiiii; t ry. 

I went home and put your records— 1992's double-platinum What's 
the^iif, 1993's Wml's the 4Uf Remix {\]pio\\n "S[C.\) and 1994's jWy 
Z.i^(Uptown/MCA), behind the shelf It was a long rime before you 
made it back into my speakers; I think around the time I started talk- 
ingtoKeisha (her real name's a secret). She kinda reminded me ofyou 
fiom the first. A lot of sistas kinda lecaU you, but if you didn't hive 
that voice, you might be Keisha. She was a career secretary with an 
attitude and little chance for advancement and two beautiful kids from 
two triflin' niggas. A good-heaned woman kinda beat down by life. 
A woman widi baggage-a complete matdiing set fiom Louis Vbi^ 
ton. She was too mature to keep it from you, too savvy to drop it all 
in your lap right away. Kinda like you, Mary. 

One of iIk first nights Ibi^ st^ed ovei; she whispered , *Boo, 
go put on that Mary CD.*Have you ever made love to My Life} You 
might be the only one in the Hip Hop Nation who hasn't. That was 
a deep night. In '66, Amiri Baraka wrote, "If you play James Brown 
(say, 'Money Won't Change You'] in a bank, the total environment 
is changed.... An energy is released in the bank, a summoning of 
images that take die bank, and everybody in it, on a trip. That is, they 
visit another place. A place where Black 
People live." That night, me and Keisha 
took a trip to a place inside the black 
woman's heart. You, .Mary, a preslipper 
Cinderella, sang out for the prince's love, 
as if love were an elusive, all-powerful 
cure-all. With the sweet vulnerability in 
your voice and the honesty and pain in 
your lyrics, your music constandy 
reminds how fiagOeawoman can be, how 
much you've got to appreciate finding 
and establishing a true connection and 
Real Love with her-and how rare it is to 
actually be happy. Deep night. 
After Keisha left, 1 began to think about the day you and I met. How 
maybe you reacted to what you saw in me, a prep school kid from the 
Tima. coming from that establishmentthat always judged you, and you 
wanted to break my neck before it could judge you again. Or maybe 1 
misread \ ou. I asked about singing over beats instead of classic melodies 
because I was thinking hip hop soul was a music innovation of Puffy's— 
taking that mi.x-tape blend tlavor to the masses Rut ni.iybe I was wrong, 
maybe hip hop was in your blood, and even if Sean Combs had never 
become an Uptown A&R man, you would still have been a hip hop 
soul queen because hip hop is where you came from and what you 
are. There's nothing else you could sing. In your own wayyou weresag^ 
ing, "It ain't harder to sing over beats. It's just me." 

Then 1 was able to forgive you. And I fell in love with your music 
again. So what if Shan My WoriiUMCA) is slicker and less hearton- 
yout^eeveautobiogiaphicaL If snotafive-startiiumphlike.4^Ljl^ 
but you're a five«ipeniOva woQum. You're ounmon anuMig human 
bei^gs-a troubled womanidiohuils, and bleeds, and cries-iutasin- 
gular artist able to transmit that pain, blood, and tears to an audi- 
ence through uncommon performance integrity. That's why now'l 
love you. But I still ain't speaking to you. O 



"QecNgeCllntonwIil 
betheprealdent 
andlvsinlhs 
'RigM'HouM»Mi- 
therwhile or black 
or any color will 
represent our most 
Important building). 
WB-One and 
Chock D will run the 
military. Humpty 
Hump will run artis- 
tic affairs and Lau- 
ryn Hill and Erykah 
Badu will be in 
charge of all major 
auto, electronics, 
energy, stock, and 
oil companies, 
'cause thay Will 
distr»xitethe 
wealth a lot inoi« 
taltly.' -ShookQ 
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BEAT YOU DOWN 

RZA, Timbaland, and Tricky create moments wherein underground and mainstream 

tastes collide. They produce the kind of noise you 'II play in your jeep, walkman, or 
boom box-even loyears from now. S.H. Fernando Jr. goes back to the future of the funk 



Big money and commercial radio have made a 
mockery of rap, but they can't alter its essentia! 
DNA. The blueprint of hip hop was made back 
in the days of DJ Kool Here and Afrika Bambaataa, 
music visionaries who put a new slant on the infi- 
nite potential of sound, inspiring successive genera- 
tions of trendsetters and torch bearers to advance the 
art form. It wasn't about N.Y. or L.A., or the Ben- 
jamins, but about trying to top, not imitate, the next 
man— and rock the crowd. 

There was little discrimination back then, all types 
of music enriched the stew, and whenever things got 
too cold, another innovator would come along to stir 
up the pot. For this reason, hip hop has grown and 
progressed more than any other genre of music in the 
past 20 years, leaving its indelible impression on rock, 
R&B, and electronic music along the way. 

At the core of hip hop /.( innovation-challeng- 
ing your very notions about what music is and what 
it can do. By iggS's standards, however, it seems as if 
anybody with a sampler, two turntables, and a wet 
dream can put together a track. So who can stop the 
glut of carbon-copy MCs and producers, whose prime 
motivation is to follow the leader and get paid? Only 
those select few artists who rip up the rulebooks and 
take us into new territory, touching our souls in the 
process. The true-to-life players in this racket are the 
ones you'll remember years from now-after the 
smoke fi-om those fizzled drum machines has cleared. 
Creative masterminds who, like Frank Sinatra, did it 
their way. Technological wiinderkinds RZA, Tricky, 
and Timbaland are all members of this exclusive club, 
emerging victorious in the ongoing struggle between 
art and commerce. 



Most high-post hip hop producers make their 
mark with a few stand-out songs or an album or three, 
but the Wu-Tang Clan's RZA (Robert Diggs) earned 
his place in the history books by orchestrating a com- 
plete renaissance in the rap industry— throwing pri- 
mal hip hop mud in the cars of the mainstream and 
strong-arming the corporate powers-that-be at their 
own game: business. 

A black Trump in the boardroom, a Mozart in the 
lab, and with the third-eye vision of a Shaolin monk, 
RZA engineered one of the most powerful coups in 
the invisible world of beats. Though the Wu revolu- 
tion, sparked by 1992's self-released "Protect Ya Neck," 
may have lost its initial intensity, the pillage is far from 
over-especially as we await the next wave of albums 
from Method Man, Raekwon, Ol' Dirty Bastard, and 
RZA's own solo debut. 

The only thing more incredible than the three plat- 
inum and five gold records under his belt is the fact 
that RZA pulled it off with some of the most dusted 
and deviant music the masses have ever been exposed 
to, bringing about that rare moment when under- 
ground and mainstream tastes collide. Puffy's remix 
of the RZA (a.k.a. Prince Rakeem)-produced "I'll Be 
There for You/You're All I Need to Get By" (Defjam, 
1995) was a jam that featured the warm croonings of 
MaryJ. Blige and which garnered pop radio's loving 
support for Method Man. However, the million-plus 
people who bought Meth's 1994 debut, Tical, were hit 
with darker, more experimental fare like "Sub Crazy," 
a B-boy track with no drums-just a plodding bass, 
wailing voice, and reverbed cymbal to keep the beat. 

The tweaked brilliance of Ol' Dirty Bastard's fiill- 
length, 1995's Return to the Chambers: The Dirty Ver- 



sion (Elektra), combined rough -edged but radio-sen- 
sitive ditties like "Shimmy Shimmy Ya" and "Brook- 
lyn Zoo" with the organized confusion of "Rawhide." 
All this confirmed that RZA was deep into some next 
shit. Next doo-doo shit. Then, when Raekwon's clas- 
sic Onb/ Built 4 Cuban i/nx(Loud) dropped in the sum- 
mer of '95, everything fell into place. RZA perfected 
his lo-fi, demo-tape style, and people were finally 
primed and ready for the warbling dissonance of 
"Glaciers of Ice," a song that took a few listens to 
appreciate but would become a sure-shot under- 
ground hit. Though the basic boom-boom-bap (kick- 
kick-snare) is RZA's favored template, the sonic lay- 
ers he puts on top are tailor-made to fit each MCs 
style and flow to a tee, giving each Wu-Tang produc- 
tion its own unique signature. 

We expect a lot from our heroes, though, and last 
year's much hyped, quadruple-platinum-selling dou- 
ble set Wu -Tang Forever (Loud) fell short of the mark 
in the eyes of some opinionated Wu -Tangers. Maybe 
heads weren't ready, as RZA says. Maybe we had 
become too accustomed to his production style. 
Wliatever the case, the glorious revolution inspired 
by 1993's Enter the Wu-Tang(j6 Chambersjand the sub- 
sequent Wu "solo" projects seems to have peaked. 

Despite the critics. Forever marked further progress 
in RZA's evolurion. He experimented with a lot of 
live instrumentation-which has never been more 
than an interesting novelty in hip hop. After mixed 
reviews on the CappaDonna and Killah Priest solo 
projects, of which R2^ left much of the beat fare up 
to his lieutenants-4th Disciple, True Master, and 
Goldfingahz-the true test of his continued strength 
and vitality will be his own solo album, tentatively 
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WHAT'S NEXT 

"There will be more 
bands back in R&B. 
Too many produc- 
ers are using the 
same sounds on a 
multitude of 
tracks." 

— Nile Rodgers 
of Chic 

"I see recorded 
music moving m a 
way that will high- 
light the importance 
of the story, melody, 
and song." 
— Roberta Flack 

'With cheap home 
studio equipment, 
everybody's going 
to be able to make 
music. People w/ill 
put it online and 
everyone will have 
access to it. The 
theory of having to 
be signed will be 
played out." 
— IcoT 

"Somebody needs 
to create something 
that you connect to 
yourself so the song 
in your head can be 
translated onto 
your computer 
That would be 
dope." 

— NokloofDru Hill 



titled Bobby Digital-an easy contender for the most 
anticipated rap-related album of the decade. 

Back in 1995, when RZA's side project the 
Gravediggaz happened to be in London, they col- 
lided with one Adrian Thaws (a.k.a. Tricky) in the stu- 
dio. He was dropping the wildly experimental Hell 
EP, which never saw light Stateside. Previously known 
for his work with the Bristol-based Massive Attack, 
which had blossomed into an international dance act, 
Tricky had just started making a little noise for him- 
self with a genre-bending solo debut called Maxhi- 
(Island, 1995), which went on to sell 875,000 
copies worldwide. Some familiar breakbeats popped 
up on that album (like Isaac Hayes's 1971 'Ike's Rap 
11" on "Hell Is Around the Comer") as well as an ambi- 
tious rock-tinged cover of Public Enemy's 1988 "Black 
Steel in the Hour of Chaos," (with Tricky's sidekick, 
Martina, awkwardly rhyming in her crisp British 
accent). This proved beyond a doubt that Tricky was 
a hip hop kid-despite his more eccentric leanings. 
When asked to describe his music, Tricky, lamping in 
his Lower Manhattan headquarters with the requisite 
spliff, says, "I think I've got something new for the 
planet. But I've definitely been inspired by hip hop, 
no doubt about that. And I [still] do constantly get 
inspired by hip hop." 

Tricky's second record, 1996's Pre-Millenium Ten- 
sion, showed the extent to which hip hop had stained 
his brain as he covered Eric B. & Rakim's "Lyrics of 
Fury," using frantic live instrumentation and Chill 
Rob G.'s "Bad Dream" with litde more than an abrasive 
drum loop backed by electric guitars and Martina's 
haunting voice. But beyond these obvious examples, 
the basement aesthetic is alive in Tricky's wall of noise 
production: It's minimal, loud, rough, and with lit- 
tle regard for any rules. 

"They say I've got 
demo-itis at Island Re- 
cords. I love a demo, but 
I won't want to fuck with 
[that song] afterwards," 
says the man who record- 
ed his first two albums at 
home with little more 
than an Akai S-1000 sam- 
pler, some Yamaha key- 
boards, eflfects, and a Mackie i6-track board, "Sometimes it feels like 
the more you work on it, the weaker it gets." That's probably why 
his latest stunner. Angels With Dirty Faces, took only five weeks to 
record and mix. 

"I'm a bit of a cowboy, you know what I mean?' says Tricky. "I 
haven't been [musically] trained. I've got my foot in the door, so I 
get paid for production, but I don't really know what I'm doing-it's 
just instinct. Some people are quite scientific about it all-bars and 
notes-I kinda disregard all that. " Sometimes he creates something 
alive and unusual from, say, a handful of random CDs he might have 
picked up on his way to the studio. 

"It's got a life of its own," says Tricky of the creative process. "See, 
people don't make music; music makes us. Things happen, and you 
can't explain why." Openness and improvisation are also some ofTrick/ s 
attributes, helping the Brit forge an approach to making music that the 
old and wise call Freedom, a quality that both he and RZA share. 

On Angels, Tricky returns in fine form with his best collection of 
illclectica yet, starting off with "Mellow," his version of kicking back 
on a bed of chugging groove. It sounds more like David Bowie on 
crack. Martina joins the freak show on "Singing the Blues," her tight- 
est performance to date. Tricky throws a carrot to radio with the sin- 
gle "Broken Homes," featuring rockette Polly Jean Harvey on lead 
vocals' but look for the hip hoppy rembt, which borrows the beat from 




TIMBALAND PHOTOGRAPHED 
BY JEFF DUNAS / . 



THOUGH BREAKBEATS HAVE ALWAYS BEEN AN ESSENTIAL 
PART OF THE RAP SOUNDTRACK, TIMBALAND SIMPLY 
DOESN'T USE THEM, PREFERRING TO CONCOCT HIS OWN 
IMAGINATIVE RHYTHMS THAT HAVE A LIFE OF THEIR OWN. 



the Audio Two's 1987 thumper "Top Billin'." Tricky-in the tradition 
of Prince or Hendrix-is a brother from another planet. 

Some people may just have gotten hip to Timbaland's funky drum 
programming from hits like "Up Jumps da Boogie" from his debut with 
partner Magoo, 1997's Welcome to Our U^rW(Blackground/AtIantic). 
But this native Virginian's catalog runs deep-especially into gold and 
platinum territory. His first major score was Aaliyah's second album, 
0«f ;>r<jA//ffio«(Blackground/Atlantic, 1996), which reached No. 1 on 
Billboard's pop and R&B charts. Not far behind came Ginuwine's plat- 
inum debut on Sony 550 and Missy "Misdemeanor" Elliott's multi- 
platinum Supa Dupa Fly (EastWest/EEG). 

What is surprising is that a producer who made his name in R&B 
could make such a smooth transition to hip hop, even stepping to the 
mike with a half-whispered spoken-word style reminiscent ofTricky's. 
But that's where the similarities end. Whereas Tricky wallows in the 
muck, Timbaland's precise drum programming sounds crisp and clean, 
accompanied only by booming bass lines and simple yet seductive 
melodies. Like classic Run-D.M.C, the beatbox takes center stage in 
Timbaland's dominion, and he squeezes the most out of it with fills, 
flams, and rolls that add a unique liveness. 

The minimalist school of production often plays host to lazy pro- 
ducers, but Timbaland is very effective at evoking moods with few 
elements. In Aaliyah's hit single "One in a MiUion" for example, crick- 
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ets provide a subliminal symphony behind a sparse beat. Timbaland takes us 
into a new realm of funk on Ginuwine's platinum 1997 single "Pony," using mul- 
tiple layers of percussion and a vocoderized vocal melody a la Roger Troutman 
and Zapp. Similarly, Missy Elliott's "The Rain (Supa Dupa Fly)" is understated but 
undeniably blazing with the intense bump-in-ya-trunk bounce that character- 
izes all of Tim's tracks. TTiough breakbeats have always been an essential part of 
the rap soundtrack, Timbaland simply doesn't use them, preferring to concoct his 
own imaginative rhythms that have a life of their own. 

While his streetwise R&B production leans toward slower tempos, Tim had a 
chance to up the beats-per-minute on his album, creating some memorable par- 
ty jams like the aforementioned "Luv 2 Luv U ," with its James Brown guitar lick. 



and "Up Jumps da Boogie," whose silly keyboard melody is actually an invita- 
tion to dance. Though these songs qualify as obvious radio fare, they've got an 
important, rare component: soul. 

Although RZA, Tricky, and Timbaland represent three distinct approaches to 
music, their roots come from the same place. All are students of sound who have 
mastered hip hop's triumvirate of originality, creativity, and innovation. In the 
process they have changed the rules of the game. Their work has also made a state- 
ment, even if only implied: This is hip hop. Dowhatulike, but do it well. As 
RZA says, "All you gotta do is be yourself And if you really is a cool mufucka, 
then you gonna sell. If you a fake, then you ain't gettin' on." So, to the innova- 
tors, not the imitators. Uncle Bam wants you. □ 
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THE TREACHEROUS TWO 

Thanks to Master P, the legendary Snoop Doggsays there's life-and dough- 
after Death Row. By Cheo Hodari Coker 

Snoop Dogg and Master P Photographed by Patrick Cariou 



"It's like a dream come true, a breath of fresh air." 

The phone line is silent for a moment. Snoop Dogg 
(formerly Snoop Doggy Dogg) lets his words float 
a moment. A reputed Long Beach Crip, a Death 
Row Records inmate, a murder suspect-all these titles 
apply— but he now has something else to add to his 
resume, a title he's most proud of: No Limit Soldier. 

The MC is calling me from a recording studio in 
New Orleans, where he's finishing up his latest gangs- 
ta epic. Da Game Is to Be Sold, Not to Be Told, his first 
for No Limit, due out this month. He sounds a lot 
more at ease with himself than the other times I've 
spoke with him over the past two years. He's not sullen 
or under constant check by a slew of security guards, 
and he doesn't have a publicist monitoring every 
moment of conversation. 

It's the real Snoop, the one we knew from the Dre 
era. Cracking jokes. Laughing. Not giving a fuck. 

"It's cool," Snoop says about being in the other 
L.A. "Like, how I was worry-free when I wasn't no rap 
star. That's how I am now. I just worry 'bout making 
good music, living my life, taking care of my family. 
And not having problems with nobody. I'm squash- 



ing all that beef I ain't got problems with nobody. 
No problems with Death Row, Suge-none of them. 
No player-hating involved." 

That's the diplomatic approach. 

But if one thing is true about the business behind 
gangsta rap, it's that there have been occasions when 
it has been as cutthroat as anything the drug game has 
to offer. While some are smiling at press conferences 
and industry parties and singing each other's praises, 
there are also some threatening phone calls, some, 
Yo,you heard they jumped so-and-so at thai party the oth- 
er night, right? The impending sense of danger that 
accompanies the invoking of death in one's art. The 
murders of Tupac Shakur and the Notorious B.I.G. 
are proof, in some people's mind, that rapping about 
death is playing with fire. So when things get too qui- 
et, it can sometimes be the quiet before the storm- 
rather than a peaceful reprieve from all the drama. 

For example: Many pundits whisper that the only 
reason Snoop is with No Limit (besides the fact that 
both No Limit and Death Row now have a distribu- 
tion pact with Priority Records) is that Master P is the 
only label head who could protect Snoop from Death 
Row. But Snoop says he's not having any of it. He's 



about making music, making money, and moving in 
a new direction. And in his mind, Fs the man to make 
his dreams come true. 

"I thank God for Master P," Snoop says. "I needed 
to leave one black label and get with another black 
label. You at least need to allow people a chance to 
prove that (they're about) business— that's one thing 
I wanted to do. P ain't never had no suf>erstar; he had 
artists that became superstars. Now he has a superstar. 
If he can make [an unknown] muthaflicka a superstar, 
what can he make a superstar?" 

Death Row CEO Marion "Suge" Knight, mean- 
while, is serving out the second year of a nine-year sen- 
tence at a California Men's Colony Jail in San Luis 
Obispo, California for a parole-violating assault in 
September 1996 at the MGM Grand Casino in Las 
Vegas (moments before Tupac was fatally wounded in 
Knight's car). \X'hen asked about Snoop's departure 
from his label, the mogul replied in a May 1998 
Newsweek interview from behind bars: "Whatever. I'll 
be making money for a long time off of Snoop, with- 
out the headaches, no matter where he goes. So I could 
give a fuck. I knew he'd run as soon as I wasn't there to 
hold his hand. That's how most people are." 

(continued on paoe 159) 
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NEW SOUL-FOR REAL 



This Is Not Your Momma's RO'B. By James Hunter 



Over the past few years, R&B has updated itself with 
real skill and glamour, casting off old restrictions 
and tired formulas. But there's more to it than 
that. During a stylistically far-flung era when listen- 
ers agree on very little. New Soul has achieved a rare 
American consensus, uniting young and old listen- 
ers. With its contemporary beats (swiped from hip 
hop production methods) and fresh tunes, it has 
become that timeless music offering: pop. 

It wasn't always so clear. When VIBE began 
appearing regularly in the autumn of 1993, an enor- 
mous young audience-edgy, loyal, and impatient 
for the next thing-was united in its belief: The hip 
hop story ruled, and it was due to break into thou- 
sands of eccentric subplots. For those adept, rap rep- 
resented the '90s' foremost message: a bunch of 
deceptively whacked-out beats to rally and dance 
around, a true lifestyle alert. 

Original rhythm and blues, though, was some- 
thing else. The older, more conservative performance- 



oriented stuff was what people's parents liked. Since 
the Drifters' 1959 "There Goes My Baby," the field 
had managed transcendent achievements, but by the 
mid-1990s, R&B wasn't having such a jazzy time. 
Romantic balladeer Luther Vandross reigned supreme 
over a kingdom of track-lit bedrooms. Anita Baker 
searched for Meaning and God in swooping phras- 
es. En Vogue provided uniquely hot heat, and Whit- 
ney Houston presided as the Voice. On Planet Jack- 
son, Michael followed 1982's Thriller znA 1987's Bad 
with 1991's Dangerous, a dance record made with new 
jack swing inventor Teddy Riley. Janet, with "If" from 
'93 's janet.,'W3s establishing herself further as the envy 
of every young woman who wanted to be arty, suc- 
cessful, and videogenic. 

But, in a foreshadowing of New Soul, TLC's 
platinum-selling "Creep" would help send Crazy- 
SexyCool to platinum-io times. This song, and that 
album, was a crystal-clear indication of R&B's new 
youthful self-possession. TLC were not En Vogue. 



They didn't give a damn about the Supremes. Sud- 
denly, it was as though the brilliant brothers of Tony 
Toni Tone— who'd spent the late '80s and early '90s 
insisting that soul had to remember its past and 
forge ahead at exactly the same time— had been tak- 
en extra seriously. 

Unlike hip hop, though— which held its own even 
against Nirvana's grunge, 1993's Hippest style- 
R&B had no cool new name. People had dis- 
agreed for seasons, in fact, about what even to call 
it. Scholars and critics wanted to reserve the term 
"R&B" for that urbane, instrumentally distinguished 
Atlantic Records era of the '50s and early '6os-the 
period just before Motown and Stax wowed the coun- 
try. "Soul" was off somehow. It seemed wrongly 
regional and had a '60s connotation just when the 
'70s revival had started to kick in. "Pop soul" enjoyed 
some prominence during the '70s and '80s, as did, at 
later times, "black pop," or the rarer 'neosoul" and 
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WHAT'S NEXT 

"The mind was 
having difficulties 
flirting with the 
projections. I was 
lost in the hypnotic 
sweetness of the 
hypothetic. What 
will be will be, or 
what we'll make it 
be. The only cer- 
tainty is the pro- 
foundness of my 
uncertainty. I left 
the interrogations 
fortomorrow." 
— Lamine-Xuly 
B§t, designer 

"We're getting back 
to the musicianship. 
We will have more 
R&B concerts, not 
just concerts mixing 
hip hop and R&B. " 
—Gerald Levert 

"Untertalnment is 
next. We taking 
over music, televi- 
sion, film — 
everything." 
— Lance "Un" 
Rivera 

"I'm next." 
— CokoofSWV 

"God is next!" 
— Lauryn Hill 



"modem soul." Bizzers and some radio programmers remained sold 
on "urban music," or, to coin a format, 'Quiet Storm." 

The no-name movement had no "Smells like Teen Spirit" (DGC, 
1991), no epochal record, not even TLC's "Creep," out of which every- 
thing fell. Not even Babyface's creative cosmos-from which he helped 
define the sound of New Soul woman on his 1995 Waiting to Exhale 
soundtrack (Arista)-can account for this musical supernova. No, 
the movement occurred more because of a keen hunger for an R&B 
that a new generation could truly call its own. What I call New Soul 
took nothing away from hip hop itself; in fact, because it was the expres- 
sion of singers and songwriters and producers who had grown up lis- 
tening to hip hop. New Soul honored it. 

Suddenly, everyone was there with three publicists, selling mil- 
lions. There were male groups, some more blindingly manicured than 
others. Hitmakers like All-4-One, with their beautiful "I Can Love 
You Like That" (Blitzz/Atlantic, 1994), sneaky sex chroniclers Jodeci, 
the sublimely together Boyz II Men, street sophisticates Blackstreet, 
Silk, and Total, even clever Immature— all building on the '80s action 
of the very polite DeBarge and the early '90s naughtiness of Bell Biv 
DeVoe. The irrepressible TLC had led the way, hauling case after case 
of mascara; but Xscape (1993's "Just Kickin' It"), Changing Faces (1994's 
platinum "Stroke You Up" ), Zhane (1994's "Sending My Love"), Jade 
(1993's "Don't Walk Away"), even the mysterious British one-shot 
wonders Eternal (1994's "Stay") contributed terrific stuff 

There were ftill-grown lovermen like Babyface and Keith Sweat, as 
well as younger Romeos like producer/singer/songwriterR. Kelly, who 
soon became Babyface-like in his chart dominance. Usher studied the 
ladies in the audience as though it were the serious business it was. 
Whitney-esque singers like Toni Braxton and Mariah Carey paid enor- 
mous dry-cleaning tabs and sang with divalike projection. Grittier girls 
like MaryJ. Blige, Adina Howard, and Faith Evans did some of the 
same divalike things vocally, but they jammed too. Girls with names 




IT WASLIKE NEWSOUL REALIZED THAT SOMEBODV HASTO DO THE BIG POP 
JOB-HAS TO REPORT KNOWLEDGEABLY ON THE ROMANTIC AND SEXUAL 
WARZONESOUTTHEREINTHEFORMOFHUMMABLEANDDANCEABLEMUSIC. 




like Aaliyah, Brandy, and Mon- 
ica tried to outcharm one 
another. "I Wanna Be Down," 
Brandy sang in 1994, hitting 
platinum quickly with the sin- 
gle and self-titled debut. Obvi- 
ously, being down was what 
everyone craved. 

Eventually this New Soul, 
working alongside the straight- 
up hip hop releases that sold 
millions of copies, went ballis- 
tic, grabbing most, if not all, of 
the spaces on the pop singles 
charts. It was like New Soul real- 
ized that somebody has to do the 
big pop job that R. Kelly and 
Sparkle do on "Be Careful." 
Someone has to report knowl- 
edgeably on the romantic and 
sexual war zones out there in 
the form of hummable and 
danceable music. 

Near the mid-point of all this 
activity, I hung out in Atlanta 
with Keith Sweat for a piece in 
the ninth issue of this maga- 
zine. He was at work in the 
Sweat Shop, the studio he'd 



installed in the basement of 
his big new house just outside 
town. The work in progress 
was 1994 's platinum Get Upon 
It (Elektra), the fine album 
that preceded Sweat's 1997 
three million-selling Keith 
Savd/ (Elektra). 

With Teddy Riley, durin 
the '80s, Sweat had invented 
new jack swing, the unwimi 
ing, usually synthesized 
rhythmic signature that has 
become a staple of most of 
today's high-powered R&B. 
The remarkable thing about 
the then 26-year-old Sweat, 
who'd scored his first hit in 
1988 with "I Want Her,"was 
how unafraid he was of hip 
hop, and how interested he 
was in its procedures. Sweat 
worked in marked contrast to 
some other R&B musicians 
roughly of his generation, 
who had a real suspicious- 
ness, even a hatred, for the 
passing of 'yos-style soul ses- 
sions. It wasn't just that Sweat 
wanted to keep his music 
fresh; he realized that the 
broken-up melodies and 
rhythmic means of hip hop 
were the way to do the job. 

He worked, moreover, not 
in the intense and crowded 
New York or the beautifully 
spazzed-out L.A.; he chose Atlanta, the capital city 
in the rise of New Soul. In the mid-'gos-before the 
Goodie MOb, OutKast, and others lit up Atlanta hip 





hop-the city lacked the coasts' coherent hip hop 
game plans. It existed as a maximum pleasure resi- 
dence—not vacationist, like setting up in the Florida 
Keys or Jamaica to get a little recording going-but 
still a seriously bourgeois option for producers and 
artists tired of coastal entertainment-business strife. 
Atlanta, frankly, was a comfortable place to live. 

L.A. Reid and Babyface had moved there from 
California and started LaFace in 1989. Sweat and Bob- 
by Brown followed. In no time, a couple of local 
guys-Jermaine Dupri and Dallas Austin-would pro- 
duce work that put them on very nearly equal foot- 
ing with the more veteran names. Meanwhile, in 1996, 
when the Olympics came to Atlanta, Paul Goldberger 
observed in The New York Times Magazine that, in con- 
trast to Barcelona or New York or Frankflirt, Atlanta 
seemed too involved with comfort to produce upper- 
echelon art, which frequendy arises out of conditions 
of comfortless distress. Be that as it may, as a location 
for pleasure-rich, success-obsessed New Soul, Adanta 
was born for the role. Of course, other coastal suc- 
cesses occurred-L.A.'s Brandy or Sean "Puffy" 
Combs's coordination of Uptown'sjodeci and Mary 
J. Blige, and the lakeside Chicago universe R. Kelly 
created for himself But for folks like Braxton, Ush- 
er, Babyface, and Sweat, Atlanta was the place. 

Madonna knew. In 1994, she went there to work 
with Austin, and their "Secret" single launched Bed- 
time Stories (Maverick/Sire), the New Soul album that 
also featured "Take a Bow," a Babyface collaboration 
and a New Soul masterpiece. Don't believe critics 
who say, as they frequently said this year while rav- 



BUTD'ANGELOWASNTTRY- 
INGTO BE PRINCE, AND HE 
HAD THINGS ON HIS MIND 
MORE REMINISCENT OF ICE 
CUBE THAN LIONEL RICHIE. 

ing about her Ray of Light (Warner Bros.), that Madon- 
na hadn't done anything good in years. Always for- 
ward-minded, she went electronic only because the 
New Soul she recognized in the middle of the decade 
was now everywhere. 

Madonna wasn't the only one to step off when 
things got just a little too efficient and popular: An 
inside backlash proved as well as anything the mea- 
sure of New Soul's enormous success. As early as the 
end of '95, D'Angelo, a guy fond of crushed velvet 
lids and other forms of '70s smoke, strolled onto the 
scene. He purred, "Hey, I'll be having some of that 
old school flavor," and he wasn't talking about Luther 
Vandross's '87 cummerbunds. D'Angelo felt nostal- 
gic for the kind of blues made in a day before pro- 
ducers like Minneapolis'sjimmyjam and Terry Lewis 
proved how well self-contained R&B writer/ produc- 
ers could operate without troubling themselves to 
cast expensive sessions full of musicians playing in 
real time-lessons that everyone from L.A. and Baby- 
face to Pufly and R. Kelly took to heart. 

Clearly, D'Angelo had a little Prince in him. (The 
Artist ended up spending much ot the '90s feuding 
with his record company, Warner Bros., changing his 
name to a symbol, jammingabsurdly well live, churn- 
ing out more and more music, yet seemingly mired 
in a bored thirtyish funk.) But D wasn't trying to be 
Prince. As more than a million fans learned from 
D'Angelo's 1995 Brown Sugar debut, he had 

things on his mind more reminiscent of Ice Cube 
than Lionel Richie. But he wrapped them in old 
school sounds-done, again, from the perspective 
of hip hop-and in no time, he had real, if occasion- 
ally fluffier, company: folks like Erykah Badu, Tony 
Rich, and Maxwell. 

Aretha Franklin knew too. When R&B seemed 
less defined in the '80s, she'd first worked with Van- 
dross, then settled into sporadic hit music-making 
with writer/producer Narada Michael Walden. She 
rocked a little, testified a little, wailed a little. This 
stuff was hard to describe; the songs seemed to roll 
out of the showroom, a slick series of new Arethamo- 
biles engineered by Walden for the Queen of Soul 
to ride in. A few months ago. Franklin released A 
Rose Is Still a Rose (Aristi), named for the title single, 
headspinningly well written and produced by the 
Fugees' Lauryn Hill. Sailing through inspired tracks 
by Austin, by Pufiy, by Dupri, by the terrific Daryl 
Simmons, with the ease of Brandy or Monica or TLC, 
there she was, R&B's greatest living singer, smack in 
the middle of everything. And Aretha, like millions 
of young fans, was loving it. 

What could be more New Soul than this: a union 
of timelessness and technology on which Lauryn Hill 
and Aretha Franklin might enthusiastically agree? 
That's the kind of uncanny balance of tradition and 
freedom that, properly sustained, will carry New Soul 
into the new century. □ 



viae 155 



GHETTO SUPERSTAR 



This IS a Puff piece. By James Hunter 
Puffy Photographed by Piotr Sikora 



From the very beginning, his buzz was loud. 

You heard a lot about him, this powerhouse Puflfy 
guy. Born in Harlem, New York, educated at a 
boys' Catholic high school in the Bronx. A year 
or something at Howard University. Odd, vaguely 
preppy nickname of obscure origin-got it from puff- 
ing out his chest, some say, or from a facial expression 
that came over him when unhappy. Enough energy 
to run a few midwestem dams. 

Teenage intern at Uptown Records who burned 
up the phone lines, authored hype, put in his own 
hundred-dollar two-cents' worth while most interns 
shuffled notes. What was this skinny kid doing in 
those meetings anyway? No, wait: Puffy's in A&R 
now, considering sunglasses for his MaryJ. Blige, mak- 
ing those loosey-gooseyjodeci guys look fly. And hey, 
he's producing them both now, isn't he? 

Fell out with Andre Harrell at Uptown, right? Got 
that big old Bad Boy deal with Arista. And his own 
studio, Daddy's House, in Midtown Manhattan. Oh 
yeah, tracking now with Craig Mack, Total. The Noto- 
rious B.I.G.? Biggie Smalls? Yeah, that's Puffy's new 
rapper-280 pounds, used to sell drugs, the real deal, 
a major deal, a big deal, obviously. See the piece on 
him in the Sunday New York Times} The remixes-it's 
all about the remixes. Method Man's (featuring Mary 
J. Blige) "I'll Be There for You / You're All I Need to 
Get By" (Def Jam, 1995), Mariah Carey's "Fantasy" 
(Columbia). And you know Puffy: never shy about 



advertising himself on them, like how he jumps in his 
artists' videos. Remember that MaryJ. Blige "You 
Don't Have to Worry" remix? Puffy makes, like, an 
announcement at the top: "This is the remix by the 
Puff Daddy.. .Combs." Spotted at the Versace show 
last week. Oh yeah, he definitely was there, young Mr. 
Big Deal bad boy himself, Sean "Puffy" Combs. 

Of course, the music drove the buzz: hits, hits, 
hits, hits. 

Harrell had impressed upon Puff the "secret" of 
hit music, the one that early rap had finessed with 
its innocent party grooves and high-spirited tones; 
the thing that later rap, often under siege, largely had 
exiled as so much sentimental, shop-worn R&B. 

This secret? Melody. 

So Puffy-with the help of his "Hitmen" produc- 
tion team— set about restoring tunefijlness to hip hop. 
Five years ago, nobody confused him with any oth- 
er established soul honcho. Unmarried even to vari- 
arions of a particular style of rhythm-likejimmyjam 
and Terry Lewis's Minneapolis swingorTeddy Riley's 
new jack-Puffy's productions were just nervously 
whatever struck him as cool the day he cut them. His 
remixes of songs-jodeci's 1991 "Gotta Love," Mary's 
1992 "Real Love," Craig Mack's 1994 "Flava in Ya 
Ear"-struck all but hip hop purists as radical. 

They were airy. They threw down. They floated. 
They were smart. They were dumb. 

Crazy about soul but uninterested in post-'8os fas- 
tidiousness and the classical R&B arcs of Babyface 



and his followers. Puffy made his blends of melody 
and rhythm sound chewed-over instead of sculpted, 
worked-out instead of flawlessly performed. He revis- 
ited the grand melodic legacy of soul all right, but 
from a rhythmically bent perspective. By 1997, days 
before the release of his No Way 0«/-billed to Puff 
Daddy & the Family-he blurted out his own idea of 
the excess and the spirit, the glamour and the grit that 
drove his tack: 

"Ghetto fabulous!" he exclaimed to model/jour- 
nalist Veronica Webb. "I'm the one driving around 
in the Rolls-Royce with his hat turned, goin' down 
Fifth Avenue with the system booming in the back. 
Walkin' into Gucci, shuttin' it down, buyin' every- 
thing at the motherfiickin' same rime. Driving up to 
Harlem, out to 125th Street, and, on my way back 
downtown, goin' and givin' hundred dollar bills to 
homeless people. No other nigga out there can say 
they're ghetto fabulous. I'm ghetto fabulous." He 
would become more fabulous yet. 

But to get there-and he told reporters he hated 
this, gaining part of his fame on the back of death- 
he went through several kinds of personal and pro- 
fessional hells. In 1991, he had been one of the movers 
behind a charity ball game at a college in Hariem, and 
nine people lost their lives after a bizarre stampede 
erupted. More catastrophe lay ahead. It would be mis- 
leading indeed to say that, before Smalls died of gun- 
shot in Los Angeles, Puffy was merely riding high, and 
with the shooring ofTupac Shakur six months before 
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WHArS NEXT 

"Happiness. I work 

hard and I havent 

found it ' 

— Sean "Puffy" 

Combs 

"Real love and hap- 
piness. Which is not 
to say I'm not grate- 
ful for what! hav»— 
but real happiness 
and teal love would 
beniM.* 



lowlsnaKtNH)- 
gas Is tirad of hating 

eachotlier. Lovais 
coming back." 
— Heavy D 

"Man will be judged 
on his spirituality 
and character, not 
JustbyhismatMlal 
wealth." 



Biggie's death, late 1996 and eady 1997 fonned part of a Umg and dis- 
turbing pop moment, and a sad aura dung to Puffy's succwses. He 
might have been on his way to becoming a lush mogul, a'90SV«sion 
ofBerry Gordy or Quincy Jones. Like Gonly, he had captured the imag- 
iiutloii of young Amcricj; likcjoncs. Puffy had pulled olTthc rjrc trick 
ot making a producer into an actual star. He never called iiimscif a 
rapper. 1'mnotan MC," his Bad Boy bio says, "I'm a vibe giver." 

But this wasn't the '60s after all, when the worst thing that could 
have happened to pop-soul producers like Holland-Dozier-Holland 
was that hippie rockers might underrate their great talent. Nor was it 
the '70s, when people could complain that Quincy Jones's sterling 
fiuioQS erred on the slick side. No, this was 1997: bullets were flying. 
Sean "Puffy" Combs and the Notorious B.I.G. had already been 
accaied of contiibutiiig to Shakui's 1994 assault and robbeiy in New 
%ilc Combs's name would later be bandied about in the media as 



ta Rlqrmes, dqMcted in the foturistk "Vktny" video as a wild befisath- 
ered truth -teller pcrdied high above the diie action below, losing all 
patience, scieaming "WE GOT THE REAL LIVE SHIT FROM FRONT 
TO BACK / WE GOT THE REAL UFE SHIT FROM FRONT TO BACK" 

at the top of Ills weird musical lungs. "It's all tucked up now," a sad- 
ly compressed, uiiidentitied voice observed at the end. "What am 
1 to do now? It's all tucked up." "Victory" made things look bleak 
indeed. As Odd Voice must have wondered, What on Earth could 
come next? 

Pufiy had an answer-or two. First, he intensified his career-long 
belief in aural pleasure. Then he went further than he'd gone before 
with sampling, the hip hop hallmark that thrilled so many fans and 
confused other musicians and critics. On No Way Out, Puffy didn't 
just include a few well-chosen samples. No, he blew up the tedbniqne 
into a stylistic universe that commented on how he and hit audience 



ON NO WA YOUT, PUFFY DIDNT JUST INCLUDE A FEW WELL-CHOSEN SAM- 
PLES. Na HE BLEW UP THE TECHNIQUE INTO A STYLISTIC UNIVERSE THAT 
COMMENTEDONHOWHEANDHISAUDIENCEOFTENUNDERSTOOaUSED, 
LOVEaPARTIEDTO,AND LOCATED HUMORIN POP RECORDS. 



possibly having played some role in the Californian's murder. It was 
the time of East-West frenzy, of Bad Boy and Death Row rivalries, and 
all the tragedy that people associated with them. So, when Combs 
picked uphissideofthe story after Smalls died and made No Way Out, 
the ironies of art and life had already zoomed offinto mind-bog- 
gling dimensions. 

What exactly did Puffy do? 

Arriving at the conclusion that, with eveiything going down, there 
was^o Way Out, as his title had it, butto continue the work he'd been 
doing, Puffj' made his solo bow. "I'm going on for B.I.G. and every- 
body else," he told Mikal Gilmore just befoie his debut entered Bill- 
board' i charts at No. 1. 'I'm going to make so many records that make 
you fed good.* 

The sprawling *£unily" of his billing consisted of people he'd 
come to with-the handpicked and carefiilhr cultivated team 
of producen with whom he'd alw^ recorded, i^s Mase, Lil' Kim, 
Faith Evans (B.LG.'s widowX smilsierCad Thomas, BlackRob, Gtn- 
uwine, his underground group the Lax, as well as new tncfa he'd 
recorded earlier with Smalls himself. It was a party record about har- 
rowing stufF-playa-hating, real-life criminal gossip, charges from 
rivals, heartbreak— and the nonstop brand of Puff>' chatter that had 
surrounded him from the beginning. It ranked with Marvin Gaye's 
1979 soured domestic-relations suite Here, Aly Denr-^s fiir as luscious 
music inspired by agony. Tlie record, after all, begins with a prayer. 
"Damn / I would'vc never thought/ It would've been like this /Lite 
is crazy / God, please watch over my family / Please protect them." 
Those words, intoned over the inconsolable strains of Samuel Bar- 
ber's "Agnus Dei (Adagio for Strings)"-music popularized by Oliv- 
er Stone's 1986 Platoon, a film about twisted allegiances-comprised 
the album's first address. 

He then sprung loose a piece of symphonic hip hop, a statement 
of intent tided "Victory." Here, the sample wasn't some hit fiom Rifiy's 
youth. It was "Alone in the Ring," from Bill Conti's 1977 soundtrack 
to Rocky— i score that always had the gravity of a six-figure gambling 
debt 'Yictory' turned embattlement into vision. It proceeded as a 
findy choreogr^hed dance for three vmces, a street tiio miles and 
bullets and horrendous end-of-the-centuiy years away horn simple 
doow>p pleasures or even intense sool serm<»izing. You had B.LG. 
{Homisingthat "EaKellenoe is my piesence / Never tense," that where 
he mice was known as Fatso, folks now called him Castro because his 
rap flowed "militant." You hjd Puffy charging that, while others made 
up fiicts, he was making up "plaques," that he had not lost his "passion 
to go platinum." 

And— what made it all work, really-you had the extraordinary Bus- 



often understood, used, loved, partied to, and located humor in pop 
records. It wasn't iust that, as on the wide-open radio formats of PufTy's 
youth, the album had David Bowie and Sting at their most rhythmi- 
cally conscious, or Mother's Finest or Average Wliitc Band or the Rocky 
soundtrack-or even, on "Been Around the World," B.I.G. doing his 
hilarious Lisa Stansfield revision. Or even, nodding to the trendiest 
easy-listeners, a string section from '50s soprano oddball Yma Sumac. 

It was how the album argued its unmissable point that these pop 
sources meant serious relief f rom trouble, and No Way Out kept cre- 
ating moments within which Puffy brought it home. The first was 
when, in an enormous transition, he responded to those final "Vic- 
tory" questions with a hot-orange shot of Bowie's Nile Bodgen'-penned 
show-stopper "Let's Dance." The mood shift did the job too: In no 
lime at alt yott had Rifiy crowing about being'die macaroni widtthe 
cheese," mumbling and uh-huhing with as much charisma and pow- 
er as top elocutionists. "Niggas talk shit," he said, "We never mind 
that," slidiitg into the subtle sex talk ("Don't kiss ri^t there, gidfiiend 
/ Tm ttddidi") that adults relished as surely as kids grooved to hooks 
and the beats and sang along to "Til Be Missing You." 

On "Do You Know?" a depressed Puffy considers himself trapped; 
wonders where his life is going. Then the sample kicks in, and he cools 
out with a slinky, jazzy party groove reinuigined trom old Diana Ross 
and Gators records. In "I Love You Baby," as Black Rob raps the hard 
stutt and Puffy does classic hip hop bedroom crosstalk, this contrast 
between strife and passion ;.( the song. But still, as "It's All About the 



Benjamins" has it, amid all this drop-dead brill 



gn, everything's 



real in the feel. To date, the album has produced one platinum single 
and has sold four million copies in the U.S. alone. 

And the buzz, well, it's still in the air. Wasn't that Puff Daddy on 
£/ trying on loads of Prada and Gucci for some awards show? Four- 
year-old son Justin was with him. And he's a daddy again, now, you 
know? A little boy. Christian Casey, was bom a couple months ago. 
Read somewhere that someone gave him a Pratesi bassinet as a baby 
gift and now Puffy's hooked on the store's $2,000 bed linens. Claims 
Bad Boy's going to be bigger than Microsoft. Someone said he's not 
often at Justin's, his bouigie Chebea soul-food restaurant named after 
his eldest The place was ptacked the other tiight, though. PufFwas prob- 
ably out working with the Stones. The Stones? No, Led Zeppelin. Led 
Zepp^i ^11, you know, he did that tnck with Jimmy Page, 'Come 
With Me." It's on the Godzilla soundtradc. I^er jam, pure PuiFDad- 
dy hard rock; went nuts putting it across on Saturday Ni^tLivewiAl 
Page, both of them in black, Puffy going on about how he's "here to 
stay, forever." Lenny Kravitz must be pissed. 

Knows what's he's doing, that Sean "Puffy" Combs. □ 
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WHAT'S NEXT 

"I submit that it is 
time to wake up. In 
the future, enter- 
tainers will stop 
endorsing alcohol 
and vulgarity." 
— Mary Wilson 

"Rap music is going 
totake a more spiri- 
tual approach — be 
it underground or 
gangsta. It will be 
more soulful, hav- 
ing to do with God." 
-Hutch of Above 
the Law 

"War." 

— Big Daddy Kane 



Before the murder trials, before the controversy, there was the voice. 
Confident and playful. Smooth. Futuristic. Mesmerizing. There 
was a time when people seriously debated whether or not Snoop 
Doggy Dogg was the best rapper of all time. 

In 1992, Rakini was a storm trooper missing in action-he had played 
himself, playa style, with the video for "Don't Sweat the Technique." 
The Five Percenter made the mistake of appearing with bikini-ciad white 
girls (which would have been okay in 1998). Tupac was still making 
mediocre records. Tlie Notorious B.I.G. was still on St. James, selling 
drugs, rocking styles on underground mix tapes, waiting for the day he 
could make money ofl his gift for graphic ghetto narrative like his hero. 
Ice Cube. Cube himself-the angriest man in hip hop-was srill rele- 
vant. L.L.-like he does today-was licking his lips for the camera. And 
Nas was an embryonic rapper known for turns on dope singles like 
"Live at the BBQ!' (Wild Pitch, 1992) and "Halftimc" (Sony, 1991). 

But there was nothing that prepared you for Snoop. He didn't 
have to yell to prove his menace or to announce his presence in the 
room. He glided. Ifother gangster rappers tried to ram their prowess 
down your throat like Shaquille O'Neal at the low post, then Snoop's 
style was like Jordan's. It was just as much fun watching him fly as it 
was seeing him actually score. Falling back on thai ass with a hellafied 
ganster lean / Getlingfunky on the mike like an old batch of collard greens / 
It's the capitals, ohyes, I'm Fresh, N doubk-O-P, D-0 / Double-GY Do 
doubte-Cyascc. 

Dr. Dre, like Rick Rubin with L.L. Cool J, and Jerry Wexler with 
Aretha Franklin before him, had finally found the artist who could 
raise his emotional tracks to a level of true artistry. And Suge Knight, 
like Russell Simmons and Atlantic Records founder Ahmet Ertegun, 
figured out a way to build a business around this forthright sound, 
altering the landscape of music-and owning it. 

Chemistry is the only truth when it comes down to what makes a 
record or a professional sports team work. People can talk all they 
want about the rumors surrounding Suge Knight's management 
practices and tactics, but when Death Row was at the top of the rap 



hit the streets in the early 1900s. 

"We're sharks," Simmons says. "The first guy who taught me that 
was |a famous manager of a British new wave band). That was around 
1979 or 1980, and I was still Kurtis Blow's manager. We were at (the now 
defunct] Save the Robots, everybody was drunk, and a member of [the 
band] was throwing up. [Tlieir manager) gave him ten dollars to buy 
some dope. The guy snifTed the dope and stopped throwing up. [The 
manager] said, 'You got to know your job, man. We're all sharks.' " 

I tell Russell that that's a fucked-up action. 

Simmons shakes his head at the memor>'. "That's a short-term men- 
tality, though. [Tlie guy] isn't a manager today, and [the band] sepa- 
rated." And Simmons had no qualms about attempting to sign Dre 
and Snoop after they left Death Row, even though he considers Knight 
"a friend." 

Information is Master P's approach to the record business. Accord- 
ing to his artists, P tells them what their worth is, gives them their 
proper due, and takes his fair share of the profits. [That's it. That's 
all. Scout's honor. Word up.) 

Sure, these are the kinds of things that the bankruptcy-declaring 
TLC and Toni Braxton said about LaFace long ago-and we can't for- 
get that one of Snoop's most famous lyric lines is "Death Row is the 
label that pays me." But then, no one has left the eight-year-old No 
Limit. Or cried broke. "I'm not in this game just to look successful," 
P told me last September. We were in a Priority Records office in Los 
Angeles, high above Sunset Boulevard, and I was interviewing him for 
his first Los Angeles Times profile. 

"If I don't oiim the Rolls-Royce or the Mercedes or whatever it is, 
then I don't want it. Just let me know what I need to get it, and I'll work 
even harder, on my own, to get it. 1 want to be an inspiration. Because 
if I can make it out of the ghetto, anybody can." Snoop finds P's exam- 
ple inspiring. He doesn't see his time at No Limit as a casual, two- 
album thing. He wants to be a career soldier. 

"No Limit was with me when nobody else was with me," Snoop 
Dogg says. "And that means a lot. When I first came out of my situa- 



nrOUDONTHEARABOUTNOLIMITGOINGTOJAILANDSHOOTING PEOPLE," 
SAYSSNOOP."YOU HEAR ABOUTTHEMSELLING RECORDS." 



game, he won with a work ethic and a means of inspiring his organi- 
zation that was second to none. (Tlie alleged strong-arm tactics might 
also have had something to do with it.) 

Knight, as team owner, had a 24-7 mentality: He reportedly fined 
jjeople for showing up to work late, had artists in the studio constandy, 
fought the fight at radio and MTV to keep them from watering down 
the label's sound and image, and, some argue, gave Dre the creative 
space to work his magic as coach. Snoop became Troy Aikman to Drc's 
Jimmyjohnson, executing classics like 1993's "The Shiznit" and 1994's 
"Murder Was the Case." But Dre also talked of a Death Row that would 
grow into jazz, R&B, and metal. And Knight was stricdy about that 
hardcore. "I wanted to expand," Dre said in a 1996 VIBE interview, 
"where Suge just wanted that gangsta shit." 

"Wlien I first got with Death Row, it was for Dre," Snoop says. "I 
wanted to be down with him, help him, and that's why I wrote so 
many tight records with him. That's why I was there. His departure 
took away my heart and soul. But I stayed down; did what I had to 
do. And then Tupac got killed, and it was like. Damn, and then Suge 
went to jail, and it was like, I can't handle this by myself, 'cause I don't 
have control. When the company's structure broke up, I was just an 
artist, a player with no coach. So I had to find a team that knew how 
to coach me." 

Like most players who become free agents. Snoop began to realize 
how much he was worth-and how much of his money he wasn't see- 
ing.There's a story Defjam Records CEO Russell Simmons occa- 
sionally likes to tell about the nature of the music industry. It clearly 
illustrates the parasitic relationship between management and talent. 
One that has permeated the music business since recorded music first 



tion, a lot of people were scared, and really not trying to do business 
with me. But P stepped up to the table and showed that he was a real 
business man and a friend." 

Tlie other thing Snoop likes about being with No Limit is being 
able to "see" his money. Nothing is hidden from him. Snoop claims, 
as was the case when Sharitha Knight (Suge's wife) was his manag- 
er, and when David Kenner (Death Row and Knight's lawyer) nego- 
tiated terms for both sides. According to Snoop, he couldn't get any 
royalties until the legal fees from his murder trial (he was acquitted 
of first- and second-degree murder in Los Angeles, February 21, 1996) 
were paid for. 

"I know what I'm getring paid and why I'm getting paid," Snoop 
Dogg says. After all, according to Snoop, the first book all the artists 
on No Limit receive as part of basic training is a copy of Donald S. 
Passman's V)<)(> AllYou Need to Know About the Music Business. Butbeing 
a No Limit soldier means more to Snoop than just a better royalty rate 
and another chance to increase his profile. 

It's about survival. For life. 

"You don't hear about these niggas going to jail and shooting peo- 
ple up," says Snoop. "You hear about these niggas selling records, artists 
you never heard of going number one. Breaking barriers. I want to be 
a part of that. I been a part of that other shit. Two times, when I was 
on the street and on that other label. 

"And if the other artists don't have nothing bad to say, and his artists 
don't leave him, what anyou say? If the biggest rapper in the whole 
world leaves his label to get into a new situation, what does that let 
you know about this [new] label? It must be the best. Or the artist is 
stupid as fuck. We'll see at the end of the day." No doubt. □ 
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he tirst story I wrote for VIBE-it was the magazine's third cover-was a pro- extra to give the "real" stuff a little flavor. Rap, rhythm and blues, jazz, gospel, reggae, 
file of Wesley Snipes. He was shooting 1994's Demolilion Man, and his hair (■jraV/n^ rock, anything m»/>iino/ or with a Latin beat, dance music, jungle, trip hop-in 
was cruncliy blond. He was excited about movies and life and about being 1992, when Treach graced the cover of our test issue and helped set this magazine off, a 
interviewed for tliis new thing called VIBE. I asked him why, and he shrugged culture built on all of this was getting set to rule. Pop tastes were changing, and VIBE was 

there with a new spirit. No more judgment or editorial decisions based on what is "posi- 
tive" or "negalive"-but a lot of writing and reporting about what is. Belief in young 



^^^^^ it's new." 

Five yean later, it's still new. But we have made some 
moves. Remember TLC's selling 10 million CrazySexyCool 
discs and showing the world a whole new hai-lo-da-back 
kind of girl group? Remember R. Kelly before he believed 
he could fly, when the edgy genius was married to TEENAGE 
SUPERSTAR AALIYAH? Remember Toni Braxton in next to 
nothing? What about Def jam Records, Death 
Row Records, and the lives and times 
of superstars like L.L. CoolJ, 
.Snoop Dogg, Wu-Tang, 
Scan "Puff)'" Combs, 
Mary J. Blige, Whit- 
ney Houston, the 
Fugees.Jodeci,"?", 
Michael Jordan, 
Chris Rock, Rosie 
Perez, Michael and 
Janet Jackson? Tlie Noto- 
rious B.I.G. Tupac Shakur. Tlie lisi 
is long. It's hard to believe that five years 
ago, magazines weren't lining up to 
put these people on their covers. 

Before VIBE, other music mag- 
azines seemed to view hip hop 
and everything that sprung 
from it as spice. Something 
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people's desires. In their cravings for the new sounds, in their yearnings for what's 
next. No melting pot-just some "^e're all here, and we like a lot of the same shit, 
so why not turn up the music and live?" 

The righteous beat. The slow nasty jams. The right horns. The old-school- 
ers. The faith and tragedy and love and wrath and lament and genius that make 
the music that defines this culture that we both love and hate. 

Let's make a magazme like lhal. A magazine 
that's ahead and smart and crazy 
and gorgeous. That's what the pun- 
dits said we would never 
be-which is here and 
thriving five years lat- 
er. Having some 
fucking guts. 
Always out 
front. Shouting to 
our awesome, critical 
readers: Wt loixyou. And to 
the other honorable media out- 
Icts-the ones late to this game-of 
course we say. Welcome. And we say, with 
a ridiculous amount of pride: 

FOLLOW THE LEADER. 

Daniel Smith. Iditoi-in-Chief 

Check out who we covered-and wh«n. 
Make some stops on our VIBS timeline-* 
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First there was the 
test Issue (F.ill 1992). 
Let's get it stiirted! 
nrnurturoT We started counting 
ofYici.iIly, though, 
with our. September 
1992 issue fedturing 
Snoop Doggy Dogg. 



DEC '93/JAN 'SH 



After the double-platinum success of 

i99i's/w(7*TA/)'i/irf)'(Uptowii/MCA), 
North Carohna's JODECI boys become 
love gangstas— complete with real- 
life sexual assault cases and 
gun charges, "You'd never 
catch me rollin' with 
Boyz II Men," Devante 
tells VIBE, "or see any of 
us in a bow tie." 




From Uptown Records intern to vice president of A&R (working 

_^ , with jodeci and MaryJ. Blige), SUN'PlimfCOMK is pos- 

^ [I P ^ 'i ' sibly theonlycxecutivcin thcn)usicnidusir\' with jsmany 
groupies as his artists. He parts with Andre Harrcll and 

starts Bad Boy Entertainment/Arista. VI BE knew when no one else 

did that Puff would soon dominate the world. 



N n V I '1 America's sweet- 
" " ' ^ hearts lOYZ II HtH 



reportedly strike a seven a 1 b u Ml dca I 
worth S30 million with Motown, the 
biggest contract ever signed by an 
R&B group. Tlicir Grammy-winning 
single "End of the Road" breaks Elvis 
Presley's 30-year record for most 
weeks at No. 1 on Billhoard'% Hot 
100 chart-a defining moment in 
music history. 





FALL '92; In the premiere issue ofV'l BE, we hold court with the future Queen of Hip Hop 
.Soul, Mary I. Blige, as she readies her debut album. W/w/'s/fo .^//.^(Uptown/MCA). 
SEP '93: Wu-Tang Clan let the world know Stateii Island can represent. Selling records 
out of a car trunk, they eventually get signed to Loud/RCA, and their first collective pro- 
ject takes the industry by storm, selling more than a million copies. DEt'93/JAN '94: An 
unsigned Maxwell gels props early. "^Maybe I'm psychic," he says, "but I know how many 
records I've sold already." 



Although director JOHN WOO gave 
Jackie Chan his first major role (in 
I975's HattdofD(iilh), Hollywood 
failed to acknowledge Woo's skills. 
American critical acclaim didn't 
arrive until his first American film, 
1993's f/W/(i/xrf(Univcrsal). 



I 

lOSIE PEREZ gets her first starring role in Fearless (Warner Bros.) and goes through drama while 
rehearsing. "I'm scared shitless, man," she says to director Peter Weir. "I don't think I can 
pull it off. You gotta call Jodie Foster 'cause I'll luck your shit up." Miss Perez receives a Best 
Supporting Actress Oscar nomination for her effort. 



lUUSTRATIOKS Bt TRAVIS OOMUERMUIM FOR vrBE 



'92 

Gang Starr and Nico & 
Smooth prove they're the 
sure shot with "DWYCK." 

'93 

Dr. Ore smokes The 
Chronic (Death Row). 

Tag Team's "Whoomp! 

(There It Is)- (Lite/Bell 
mark) orSSSouth's 
■Whoot, There It Is" 
(Wrap/lchiban)7Take 
your pick. 

H-Town's "Knockin' da 
Boots" (Luke Records) 
and Silk's "Freak Me" 
(Elektra) "epitomize 
ghetto love." 

As do hot couple IVeach 





SWV (Coko, Tji. jnd Lclee) release the 
niultiplatinum//'5 /Ihout Time { RCA ) 
in Januar>', .ind soon these Sisters Wixh 
Voices get crowned the female Jodcci. 
TTicir "I'm So Into You" and "\X'eak'' 
share light together at the top of the 
charts. Says Lclec: "We're just being 
our^cKes-girls from around the way." 




Hor vnung lilniin.ikcr 

JOIN SINGLETON s on 

the set of /Wtn Jusfur 
(Columbia), a romance 
in the 'hood that pairs 
Janet Jackson with Tu- 
pac Shakur. Shot on 
ItKation in South Cen- 
tral, Singleton's film is 
.iimal ,it "ihc regular 
brother and sister on 
the street." 



FAUJ2 

D.iiu chall reggae star 
SOPEI CAT sounds off 
on his ghetto roots, his 
critics, and the perilous 
life of a dancehall star; 
"In Jamaica, dance- 
hall is like going to 
church," he says. 
"Sound system is 
their happiness, 
the heartbeat of 
the street people." 



nil 



Supermodel NMHI CAHPBEU 

gives VI BL read- 
ers a peak into tlic 
life ol a difficult 
div.i, discusses j photo shoot 
walk-out and fights with actress 
Troy Beyer, and has an album 
in the works. Is Naomi a 
woman who demands to be 
heard or just a spoiled brat? 



« -J I Fresh from his one-man 
I , ) shows, Aliimho Mouth 
and Si'ii n Riima. JOIN 
LEEIIZAHOgels ready for his 
role as Benny Blanco in 
GirA/ojlB/v(Uni- 
versal) with Al 
Pacino. 



Kenya Byrd, Shelley Jefferson, Minya Oh 




Back in the Day: Ihe baddest bump 
n grind boy 

Back to the Future: Still the King of Stage 



■ used lo say 1 don't have any regrets in my life, 
I but now the only regret I have is not speaking 
I up for myself after all the bull that's been said 
about me. Whatever I've done in the past, I set 
the standard for how artists are supposed to take 
control of their lives. advk:e to artists is: Don't 
depend on anyt>ody else. 

I recorded the songs on Forever (UNI/NCA) 
without writing them down. We came with the 
wrong single, but everybody knows that Bob- 
by's still the t)addest onstage. I think these young 
performers out here deserve a lot of love. I'm 
working with Ray J., and I love Usher Usher is 
like little Bobby When me end Teddy [Rileyl got 
together and did new jack swing. It was the first 
lime that singing and rapping was put together. 
I*)w It's pop music 

Me and Whitney just celebrated our seventh 
anniversary, and people didn't even give us two 
months l-lolding my marriage together through 
all the bull has been one of the hardest things I ve 
had to do. Me and my wife have worked hard at 
our relationship. I also had to wortt on dealing with 
New Edition on lour We did a reunion, but next 
time we're gonna do it much better. We depend- 
ed on others instead of ourselves to make it work. 
We have the minds of geniuses. All six of M 
together are like Ihe Dream Team . 

My next album is going to be the first 
funk/gospel project. God has given me IHe, my 
mind, my children, and the time lo Impfove. I'm 
Bobby Brown, and I thank God lor thall 



OCT 



With the success of />////> Fictwr,, Q9ENTIH TARANTtHO 

becomes the hottest young filmmaker in Holl\-wood. In j 
VIBE article, he c jHs Pam Grier "the queen of wornen" and 
insists that "when we work together, it's got to be absolute- 
ly right." Guess that's whaty^tfA/cfirown was all about. 




FEB 



SUT-N-Pm. m im. and XJ. FUarc the only 
women m hip hop history to have a single or 
album certified gold, VIBE reveals in a report 
on why female rappers don't sell. Everything 
from a lack of record-label support to sexism 
is to blame, but no one knows for sure. 





NOV 



Shortly after Left Eye is arrest- 
ed for burning down boyfriend 
Andre Rison's Atlanta home. 
TIC release CrazySexyCool 
(LaFace). It goes lo times plat- 
inum, solidifies their status as 
bona fide superstars, and 
makes them the biggest selling 
female group of all time. 




N e n 




JUNGLE HUSK, a frenzied, 
pulsating combination 
of hip hop .ind techno, is 
old news to the British 
but still relatively new 
to America. Ravers in 
London dominate the 
night htc and groove to 
manic sounds while on 
Ecstasy LSD. or speed. 







NEXT 




FQ: The Atlanta ladies ofXscapc blow up the set with their heavenly voices and round-the-way-girl image. Their platinum debut. Hummitt'Comin'tH 'Cha{So So Def/Columbia), features the 
ghetto love story "Just Kickin' It." AK: Laid-back in a pimped-out Cadillac. Atlanta's OutKast take us to the "Player's Ball" with their platinum debut, SoHU}crnplayalisticadillacmuzik(LalrAcc). 
ABC: The Notorious B.LG. releases Ready to Die, and his immediate goals are cr>'stal clear: make loot, buy his moms a house, and get his peoples (Junior M.A.F.I.A.) a record deal. The lyrics 
he rhymed on songs precedmg Remfy to £)/>-including "Part>* and Bullshit" from the 1993 soundtrack to V6^o 's the Alanf (dc Passe/New Line)-were upbeat and light but nothmg compared to 
the hardcore, complex rhymes dominating Biggie's multiplatinum debut. ICT: After winning an MC battle at a Kris Kross concert in her native Chicago. Da Brat gets inuoduced to supapro- 
ducer jermaine Dupri. She'd been fronted on by both Michael Bivins and Teddy Riley, but Dupri signs her on the spot and makes her debut, Funkdafted (So So Def/Columbia), the first plat- 
inum album by a female rapper. MWh Sixteen-year-old Usher Raymond gets production help fi'om Sean "Puffy" Combs on his self-titled debut, which spawns two minor hits, including Puff^s 
"Think of You." Even though his debut is forgettable. Usher is on his way to bigger and better things. 



Dis videos like 
Dr. Ore's "Dre Day" 
are all the rage. 

R. Kelly don'l see nothin' 
wrong with a little bump 
and grind. 

Aaliyah (Mrs. Kelly?!) ~ 
debuts with -Back 
and Forth." 

Patra is Queen of the 
Pack. 




Dr. Dre says he wants to 
make Death Row "the 
Motown of the '90s. " 

Nelson Mandela 

becomes president of 
South Africa on May 1 0. 

Craig Mack puts his 
"RavalnYaEar-(Bad 
Boy/Arista). 



AUG 



In Roselawn. Indiana, where the Ku Klux Klan flour- 
ishes, a\\ heli breaks loose when a few local white ^irU, 
influenced by hip hop, start dressing "too black." And it only 
worsens when a young black boy named JJ and his white 
mother move to town. Those same "wiggcrs" embrace JJ and 
risk their own safety as a result. Drama. 





FEB 



SHAQUILLE O'NEAL, 21, is the fint real hip hop bailer He signs a 
S4 1 nullion contract with the Orlando Magic, releases the plat- 
muni-selling ShaqDiaH (Jivc) as well as his autobiography, Sbati 
<^//rt-/(Hyperion, 1993). makes his acting debut in BlutChipi 
(Paramount). Today, at 25. he's chilling with the Lakers and get- 
ting coached, hip hop-wise, byJay-Z. 




Noah Callahan-Bever. Maneka Wade 




NAS 

Bock in the day: The next Rakim 
Bock to the future: Maintaining the buzz 

■ was always rappin' to be the illest nig- 
ga. I put my first record together by 
myself — no big-time muthafuckas 
tellin' me how to do shit. I was happy with 
(1994's] lllmatic [Columbia). It was one 
of those albums that the whole nation 
had a bootleg of six months before it 
came out. At that time, Premier wasn't 
producin' nobody but Gang Starr, and 
Q-Tip wasn't producin' notxxJy outside 
the Native Tongue clique. They blessed 
me, and I can't ever thank them enough; 
but I think lllmatic also blessed them and 
gave them some shine. See. all of this 
was planned. That's why I called the sec- 
ond album [1 996 'sj It Was Written. . . . That 
album was hard to do because lllmatic 
hadn't gone platinum. But my whole 
thing was to come back and go more 
than platinum— and I did it. I sold three 
million joints. This shows you the capa- 
bility of us niggas that's comin' to this 
game with po&r/ and somethin' to say- 
shit that'll change the times. I don't like 
to go backward, and I feel I'm one of the 
trendsetters, straight up! With a lot of 
young brothers comin' up and kxjkin' up 
to me. I gotta take it to that next level. The 
one thing I can promise is ttiat you'll get 
the real shit. That's the bottom line. Frtxn 
Nasty Nas to Nas Escobar, I'm a warrior, 
a revolutionary, and here for the cause. 



Isn't it "Ironic"? 
Don-cha think? 

Lunl2 score with 



■I Got 5 on It - 




■| figure by '96 
Of '97 I'll be sign- 
ing Michael Jackson 
and shit."— Coollo 

or Dirty Bastard takes a 
stretch limo to pick up his 
welfare check 



Michael Jackson arxJ 
Use Marie Presley tell 
ABC's Prime77me Live 
that "Yes, yes. yes!" they 
have had sex. 





JUN/JUL 




LISA NICOIE CARSSN becomes the thinlcing man*< 

iiL'w taviiritc sexpot. In Dn'HitiaBlueDrm- 
thc film adaptjiion ofWalter Mosley's bcst- 

' selling mystery-Carson mounts Denzel 

Washington's private ditk and ndes her way to a 
bstin^ spot in our collective libido. 



EIIC "EUY-r URISIT. the 31 ycjr- 

old t'oundcr ut N.W.A, dies i'rom 
AI DS-rcljted pneumonia on March 
31. "I have seven children by six dit- 
tercnt mothers." lie wrote two weeks 
before his passing. "Maybe success 



Free since March, NIKE TYSIN steps 

into the nng before a sellout MGM 
Grand Garden crowd. Is he ready for 
this, his S25 million first postprison 
bout? Ask Hurricane Irish Peter 
McNccley. He survived all of 
89 seconds in the ring with 
the Iron cx-con. 





V'95 



More TIC: in a year when the trio have tour 
singlcs-^Diggsn'on You.""Watcrfalls,'"*Creep,'' 
and "Red Light Speciar~on Bill- 



OCI 



hoard s Top 10, along with a lo mil- 
lion-selling album, CVazy.SV.rj'CpoA 
the group declare bankruptcy on July 3. ^X^'hat 
happened? TLC didn't read the line print that 
staled that they had to repay advance money 
to LaFace (their label) and Pebbitonc (their pro- 
duction company). 




MAY: jamiroquai funks up the under;;; . Vvi(vO>:/T/«)',the London band's rirst album 

to be noticed on this side of the AilaniK. l iieii tounder/ kad Muger. Jason "Jay" Kay, removes his signature 
Cat-in-the-Hat chapeau for a VIBE photo shooi and reams anyone who tnes to categorize his sound. "It's 
just music," he says. Tm not trying to be a tucking acid jazz hero." JUN/JOL: D'AngcIo demonstrates excep- 
tional talent (and an amazing ability to make the ladies scream) wuh his self-produced debut album. Brawn 
Sugar. "You should be able to lay back and close your eyes and come up with your own vision." 
he says of his music. Indeed, his sultry voice and keyboard caress allow us to fantasize all night about those 
dreamy eyes of his. SEP: Trip hop is as Tricky does. The U.K. native tests the limits of the music genre he helped 
spawn with iU*/A7M^//^{yi' (Island), an album featuring samples, hip hop beats, strings, and wails. But with 
creative brilliance comes artistic temperament, and TricJc>''s is legendary: badly lit live shows, refT,i$al to face 
audiences, tough intemews. Trick>' carries on like a musician with no time for niceties. 



SEP 



C. DEUBES TUCKEI, president of the Narional Political Congress of Black Women, vows in 
May to snuff gangsia rap-music she says "contributes to the degradation and genocide of 
black people." Backed by conservative Republican William Bennett, Tucker attends Time 
Warner's annual shareholders' meeting. Her goal? To pressure the corporation (VIBE's 
former parent company) into dropping Interscope Records and its notorious subsidiary. 
Death Row. 



NOV 



After footing a $120 miliioi 
bill to cofound and dcvclt)p 
Interscopc Records, TIH£ 
UAINEI caves in under the 
Tucker-initiated presiiure 
and announces ii will sell 
back its shares of the 
lucrative home to the 
likes of Snoop Doggy 
Dogg and Tupac. 





After surviving an attempt on his life 
and being imprisoned at Rikers Island 
tor sexual abuse. TOPAC SHAKUR tinds 
religion and vows to make the world 
proud. "The thug in Tupac is dead," he 
says during a jailhousc interview with 
VIBE. "God let me live for me to do 
something extremely extraordinary." 



1^, 









1 








DEC l^/JAN '96 



( Ir, Mil Jvtr^ YuIjirSj ^jldivar. the tortyef presi- *• 

.iau 01 SUEHAtWNTANIUAPEIC'stanciub wd' ' ' - 

manager of her bo^hquc, slioors and kills die 23- 
ycar*o!d'qfueeh'of Teiano. Oyer the next five 
iKDnths,grievingfans (KTcxis name 619 newborns 
Stlena andpurdiAse mor^than two million copies 
ofherpo^iumously released Dreamin^afybitlEM 1 
Latin]f, ^ch VIpJE rpviewiin the third juice issue. 



OEF JAN RCCOBDS celebrates 10 
years in the hip hop biz with 
the release of G5aj.w«, a54-song, 
four-CD set featuring every- 
thing from L.L. Cool J's "I 
Can't Live Without My Radio" 
(1986) to Warren G's "Regulate' 
(1994). Noi mad. 

Ctriedo Nkwocha. Aocftetf Thomas, Katina Lee 





BONETHUGS- 
N-HARHONV 

Bockinthedayiozy-Es 
protege-te-te-tes 

BacktothefuturerHoirsaion moguls 

Krayzie Bone, May 10, 1998, 
Cleveland: When we first started 
off, we was like, young and inexpe- 
rienced, happy-go-lucky — know wtia'm- 
sayin'? Now, we kinda aware of what's 
going on, and we gettin' into the busi- 
ness side. We have our record latjel, Mo 
Thugs Records, and we got other biz 
outside [of the music industry], Ilkea hair 
salon, a clothing line, and other stuff. We 
still lovin's hip hop, though. Lovin' it. All 
the people wtxj really impress me are the 
old school rappers, 'cause they're still 
doin' it. They in there, strong. 

If Eazy-E were still around, we woul- 
da been. ..man, I can't even explain. 
Probably, right now, I'd be sitting back 
ready to refire. We lead our own way 
now. We've always been independent 
like that, since we came up on the 
streets. The biggest effect we've had on 
the industry, I would say, has been our 
whole style. I mean, everybody is doing 
it now. [The biting] used to irritate us, 
t}ut we all outgrew that and realized that 
it was something new we had to deal 
with tiecause we brung it to the industry 
like that. 






n 



"I've made a lot of'money ofVTOOSflOST 

But I can let it go." Oakland MC Todd 
"Too Short" Shaw announces his retire- 
ment after a lo-album career slangin* 
fireaky talcs of playa-most pimpdom. 
Gettin 'U (Album Nmnbfr Tin), a "goodbye" 
album [Sure it is. Short], becomes his 
tUth platinum-seller. 



WHISHTTH I artsshowingup A 1 
IntheMix^^thJMAPIHKEn _ 

on his ami. Fresh trom his star turn in the 
year's biggest box office hit, hidepcndt-nce 
Day, the fomier Fresh Prince finds him- 
self ttihng a new role: one half of 
Hollywood's hottest couple. 




One of a string of similar inci- 
dents, ajanuary 8 arson claims 
the Kiioxville, Tennessee 
church pastored by the Green 
Bay Packer's All-Pro defensive 

lineman RES6IE UNITE The 

words "Die Nigger Die" were 
spray-painted at the scene of 
the crime. "It's time to stop 
sweeping this under the rug," 
says White, "and saying we've 
made progress." 




"\ liiikcd vour bilth. you tat muih.iluik.il" Released as a B-suU- in junc. TUPAC 
SIUKINI\"hiil 'Em Up" (Death Row Record*.) unleashes a vilrioiit attack on Bigi^ic 
Snulls -as well as Scan "Pufly" Combs. Mobb Deep, and others and pnncN |n^r 
how personal things have gotten in the rap world. Death Ri^w'v owm-r, SOCEKNHiNT 
counts his stacks.. .upward of S125 million. 



"Me and you / Your mama 
and your / Cousin too." 
Atlanta favorrtes OutKast 
come up like "Elevators" 
(LaFaee Records). 

Waiting to Exhale triggers 
nationwide man-bashing; 
proves tour black women 
ortscreen can tiave massive 
oponing-weekend receipts. 



Crucial Conflict smoke 
"Hay"— right in the middle 
of the barn! 



"Come on, ride the train." 
say Quad City DJ's. "Come 
on and ride it." 




ON /JUL' 

THE FUCEES* TV W (Col- 
umbia) makes a sizzling 
soundtrack tor Fourth-of- 
July picnics across the 
U.S.A. "Oooh-la-la-la!!!" 
say ihc French when the 
jcrscy-bascd trio's sopho- 
more album moves mil- 
lions of copies in Europe 
too. Global figures will 
reach more than 14 million. 




SEP: 'Basically, [I'm saying] I've had pain," says 18-year-old singer/songwriter Fiona Apple. "I'm swk ol 
everybody not being able to talk about their feelings. Ever>'body has emotions. Evcr>'body gets hurt.** Tlic 
waif with the widow's wonies releases her bewitching debut, Tidal ("Work/Clean Slate). A year later, Apple's 
soulful therapy sessions reach one million in sales, WT: "I just love anointing myself with culture," says 
Dallas-born incense enthusiast Erykah Badu. Soon, the powerful juju within the folds of her hcadwrap 
has the masses anointing itself in Biuiuizttty Erykah's double-platinum debut (Kedar Entertainment/ Universal). 
A year later, there was a live album, a tour, the son she has with Andre Benjamin of OutKast... on and on 
and on and on., ,. DEC '96/JAN *97: Having written Top 20 singles for Aaliyah, a bubble of talent named 
Missy Elliott shows ihc world what she can do with her own voice when Scan "VxiVh" Combs picks her 
for a cameo rap on a Bad Boy remix of Gina Thompson's "The Things That You Do." Funny, though, back 
in '96, Missy shrugs off the idea of her own album. Tm havin' too much fun doingit this way," she says. 




Newly appointed as president and 
CF.O of Motown Records, ANIIE 

HARREIL runs his infamous It's On! ad 

Fj- _ j campaign in subway stations and 
r n naljonalpublicarions(sucha.sthc 
one in your hands). Many balk 
the former Uptown Entertainment 
lief's hubris. 




Raqiyah Mays, David Bty 



SHOCK G 

Bock in the day: Digital Undergrounds^ 
don gave lupocShokur his first gig 
Bock to the future: HumptyBeturns 

On the set of the "I Get Around" video, 
'Pac told me his thing was, "All I ever 
wanted to do is be in a movie and 
make an album. And I've done that. I don't 
give a fuck. If I die today, I die happy." And 
(on September 7, 1 996,] he went out prob- 
ably just like he would've wanted if he 
could've chose his death. Vegas. Big 
Beemer. Rims. Suge Knight. Gunfire, (.ast 
time I saw him he was in a droptop Rolls, 
rolling down Sunset Boulevard. East 
Coast-time Rolex on one hand, West 



Coast-time Rolex on the other. 

When Afeni had his memorial, was 
j about thirty people there. We brought gifts 
j for 'Pac to fvlalibu beach... had some dnjms 
[ playing. People spoke on 'Pac's tiehalf . All 
I of his familv and close friends were there. 



We brought all the shit he liked: fned chick- 
en, hot wings, bottle of Hennessy. jewelry, 
his favorite photographs, his favorite books, 
and a couple of fat blunts. After we threw 
his ashes in the ocean, we threw all ttie aifts 



real slow, all day. Some things burn with 
a white flame and burn out like that [snaps 
fingers]. In his twrenty-five years, 'Pac put 
it down and did more than most men will 
do in a lifetime. 

visa 169 






RI:Tim "TimbaUnd" Mosley becomes the man oUhe hour with the almost visible 
"sound animaiion' lie creates for his peeps, whidi include Aaliyah, Missy Elhott. 
jiid newcomer Ginuwinc (his tellow former member o( the DeVjiitc Swinjt Mob 
crew), who rode his "Pony" to No. i on BUUmants R&B ch.irts. MAT: Tl\e Spicc Girls 
hit No. I in ^3 countries with theirdcbut single, "Wannabe." Tliey raise their fists and 
shout "Girl power!" while heating up little boys* imaginations with skimpy frocks. 
V! BE asks the inevitable question: "Are they destmed for the fate of New Edition, 
or will they wither away into oblivion like New Kids on the Block?" Thcjur)' is still 
out. And -SO is Ginger Spice. 



MICHAEL JORDAN, possibly the greatest bailer of all 
time, is no challenge for CMIIS MCK, who*.s 
got his own juice. Rock asks MJ if there's any- 
thing he it'ouUn V endorse: "CondomN...ihcy 
too small! They gotta get some bigga ones. I'd 
endorse the big ones." 



FEB 




SEP 



APe 



OPRAH's power is undeniable, and FARRAKHAN is a polit- 
ical icon, orchestrating 1995's Million Man March and 
the peaceful unification of hip hop's bicoastai forte. 
"Whose blood was shed to bring lyouthl togctheri' Tupac 
and Biggie. That is sacted blood," Farrakhan says. VIBE 
was there. 



Tlie debate over teaching EBOHIC$-so-caI!ed black Enghsh-in 
school rocks California like an earthquake, sending attershocks 
nationwide. "It's almost [like saying black children| can't attain 
high skill levels in. ..English," says Rudy Crew, chancellor ot 
New York City's schools. Tlie rejected proposal prompts 
increased funding for language programs in some cities. 



y 




/ 



She's ambitious and .v.xy, but scnorita 
JENNIFER LOPEZ says. "Sfxy is not all 
thai I am." Yeah. She's also the high- 
est paid Laiina in Mollywood since 
starring mSr/mrf. 
Now, the former 
hi Living Color 



JUN/JUL 



Fly Girl is recording her Latin-laced 
debut album (WORK/Sony). In 
1998, Chica's doing it all. Romantic 
rumors about her and Sony CEO 
Tommy Mottola abound (which 
Lopez denies). Sc.xy rumors about 
her and PufTy Combs lly about too. 



JUN/JUL 



TONI IRAXTON details her ideal setting for 
seduction: "I'm holding crystal flutes ot 
Crista! with a ripe strawberry' in each glass. 
My nails are done, my hair is done, and 
I'm just in sexual-kitten mode." But her 
cover pose steals the show, causing much 
controversy among wowed VIBE readers. 



Mike Tyson makes a meal 
ofHolyfield'sear. 

"The greatest rapper of 
ail time died on March 9." 
Rest In peace, Biggie. 

Public Enemy 's Chuck 0 
becomes a reporter lor 
the Fox News Channel "to 
balance out...perspec- 
tives on news." 

PolyQram is sued for 
discnminalion. 

The wortd loses Lady Di. 
Dr. Betty Shat»zz, and 
Mother Theresa. 

Tiger Woods wins the 
Masters. 



"It's all about the 

Benjamins, 

baby!" 



OCI 



GIANNI TCRSACE, 50. is fatjity shot m from ut'his South Be^ch, Miunr 
home on June 23. "I His) dcsigni have become the uniforms ofghctt. 
Jflbulousncss. Versace aw hip hop. ..in the purest term, j mix nuster,' 
says VIBE Fashion Director Emil 
Wilbekin. Big Wilhes around the 





"I lu- bluest deal in sp«)rts histo- 
ry-$i25 milhon bucks over six 
ycars-to pUy basketball? Hell 
ycjh, when vou'rc Minnesota 
Tlmbe^^^'ol^ KEVIN CABNETT, 
1998 AlI-SMrii.imesi.irtcrand 
one of the players people call 
"explosive enough to change the 
rse ot'[a playoff] series." 



DRUHILL 

.0.,- , , ju,. luu, jQltimore 
choir boyswitho dream 
Back to the Future: The Oru Hill 
University of Donee and Romance 

JtHES-WOODT'CflEOI.SONGMITU 

I saw this guy, who lived In my neighbor- 
hood, who used to sing to all the girls, and 
I was like. Hold up, 1 can do beVter than him. 
I sang one time, and this girl started crying. 
I wrote my first song in the first grade for this 
girl. Every song I write is for a girl. 

URin-JAZr>NTHOKTJR.,MU$ICKtN 

They called me over to Nokio's house to 
audition. Our manager, Kevin Pecl<, was sit- 
ting there with his name all on his shirt, like 
he was a Big Willie executive. So I was 
scared, i brought my father with me. I went 
ahead and sang. I did my thing. Then I was 
in the group. 



TAHIR'NOXIO'RUFTIN. PRODUCER 

I was involved with this girt when I put down 
the track and started wnting the words to 
"5 Steps." And, like, t*io weeks after we fin- 
ished the song, she broke up with me. It 
was kind of crazy cause the song starts off, 
"I don't know how much longer you're 
going to be here." It was scary. 




I1ARI(-SISQ0-«NDREVS.ENTERTIIINER 

I always wear leather, but when I did Vibe 
with Mya, I specifically told the stylist not 
to give me leather pants because I was 
going to do this slide. The stylist got me 
leather pants anyway. Well, on my entrance 
on Vibe, the pants and the metallic floor 
grabtjed each other, and it was like, uuuu- 
uuuuuurk! Instead of sliding, I kinda 
tripped— I fell— and popped back up. 
When I got home, my mother was like, "The 
way you came in was sllckl" 



Jesse Washington. Miml Veddes. Mykella Van Cooten, Debbie Guirand. Anamary Pelayo 






"It's not like they're pulling 
knives on each other." s.ivs part- 
time referee JERRY SPRINGER. 
He declares for the thousandth 
time that i) he is jttually a very 
serious guy and 2) his show is 
really not that bad. "Mostly, 
they lump up and the chair goes 
dying," he quips. "They're not 
literally picking up the chairs 
and throwing them." Oh, in 
that case.... 



HARC AHTIINY's star rises over Broadway after Paul Simon casts him m 
Vre Capemiin, a controversial (and short-lived) musical about a convicted 
murderer turned poet and political activist. A veteran of the salsa circuit. 
Marc (a.k-a. Marco Antonio Muniz) is one of the world's top-selling tropical/sal- 
sa artists-a man who regularly rocks acaiarios larger than any theater on the Great 
White Way. 

\ 
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VIBE hangs with the No Limit 
army at its Baton Rouge headquarters, 
where boxing is the preferred method of 
conflict resolution and Percy "MASTER P" 
Miller is the oflicer in charge. 





"Love Gravy" takes center stage when VIBE highlights 
the pseudo-pornographic hits of Chef, the love-mak- 
ing kitchen king of Comedy Central's smash cartoon 
SUTKUtK. Isaac Hayes, who does Chefs voice, has America 
crooning: "We're inakin' love gravy, love gravy / Love, love, 
love, love / GKWVn'WyTH!!- 



"Wherever I take my shoes 
off. ttiat's where I've land- 
ed." says Usher. 

Capri pants. 

Toni Morrison's Paradise. 




Pfi 



VIBEsiti down with DIQKNE WARWICK after the compjiiy that owm Psychic Friends Nclwork 
filed forChjpteni banknipttv protection in February. She talks about her meeting with 
Sugc and Snoop and, of course, her infbmercials. "I'm getting sick and tired of people pok- 
ing fun at me and my TV show," slie says. Tm angry and I want it to fucking stop!" 




One year after her son's death, the Notorious 
B.I.G.'s mother talks to VIBE .ibout Tupac, 
Pufl'Daddy,and lierLonlinued seardi for the 
murderer ot her babv. "J used to hate that 
name: 'Puti^ .' - HBS. mim WAIUCE says. 
"I wanted Christopher to excel acidemicat- 
ly. And here was Puth- [saying], 'I'm going to 
make you a millionaire at twenty.' " 






VIBE asks. "Shouldn't BESTINY'S CHILD be called Allure's Child?" Tlie two 

pretty-girl quartets have the same head count, but the resemblance ends 
there. The Texas group's self-tilled debut (released on Columbia, February 17) 
and (heir first single. "No, No. No. Part 2" (which rose to No. 3 on the Billhiuird 
singles chart), suggests maybe a better question would have been: "Do Allure 
wish they were Destiny's Child?" 



HAR 



Heads up (and covered), people! VIBE spots 
the RIOIIE .IS the "fiercest new fashion fad." 
From the Champion staple to Prada's mod- 
el, hoodies join sneakers and jeatis in crossing 
cultural and class lines. 





MB: "Yippie-yi-yo!" Public Announcement's release /^// lR>r*, NoPlay(\lM) and the hit single "Body Bumpin' " prove 
the Clii-town quartet have body-bounced back from the departure of tlieir front man, R. Kelly. HAY: DMX gets ready to 
drop his debut album. It's Dark and Hell /s Hoi (Defjam). "Tlierc's dogs out here who don't have a voice," says Mr. "Get at 
Me Dog." "I'm here to soak up their pain by spitting it out to a hot beat." //'* Dark sells more than 150,000 copies its first 
week out. A06: K.P. & Envyi, the duo behind one of this year's hottest r.ip singles, let it slip: Tliey were strangers when their 
voices were combined to make "Swing My Way," the break-out hit from the Rhythm O- Quad 116 Vol. i compilation 
(EastWcst/Elcktra). They recorded the song separately for bass whiz Midiael "Mixzo'Johnson and didn't meet unril the 
day be(bi« the video shoot. 



Aoc/ie/f TTioinas 



MIAX 

BQckinthedayiHamadon'ttakeno 
mess 

Back to the future: Ms. Unlad^Like 
for President 



A lot of tilings I couldn't do prior to No 
Limit, I can do now. I own my own 
fiome. It's paid for. I have two auto- 
mobiles, a nice chunk a change in the 
bank, some investments. I was able to 
pay for my kids' school. I paid next year's 
tuition in advance. 

Five years ago, I was still living in the 
projects. 1 wasn't thinking about sign- 
ing with anybody because I had been 
burned In the business before. I had 
a local hit, but 1 didn't get royalties 
because I didn't know what I was 
supposed to get paid. That's another 
reason why I thank God I met Master P. 
He's not a cheat, and he wants to see 
his people with lots of money. And it's 
all about the dollar in this world. 

All of the boys on No Limit are like 
baby Jesus. I'm like Mary/Queen of 
Sheba. I cook for them; I give them 
advice. I try to shape their minds as far 
as the way they feel about women. I love 
being a woman in this industry. I havent 
felt any prejudices, nor have I felt intimi- 
dated. I do my thing; write all my own 
stuff. In the future, I see myself helping 
up-'n'-coming artists, as in artist devel- 
opment. I don't call myself Mama for 
nothing. 



So I m saying. They re really gone. 
How are we supposed to feel? 
Glad to have nnade their acquain- 
tance? Proud to have been part of the 
era that produced them? Forever 
depressed, mad at the world for tak- 
ing them away? 

I feel mad at them for having been 
here at all. They've made everything 
else a little more trite and hollow for 
their leaving. Even our new demi- 
gods, the MCs with the most tang, 
with the killingest attitudes, the most 
miraculous flows — they seem to be 
screaming from the darkest part of 
space, trying in vain to fill the bullet 
holes that killed Biggie and Tupac. 
Trying to fill the tiny chasms that 
deflate our souls, but slowly. 

Melodramatic? Yes. Like at a 
wake. At funerals, they always say the 
person hasgoneontoa better place; 
that the person isn't sad anymore. 
That we, in fact, are worse off than 
they, because we are still living in this 
pseudo-Hell called Earth. 



I say what I always think when I'm 
sitting on the pew, asking a stranger 
for Kleenex, frying not to cry. Fuck 
that. It's not fair. I want them back. 
Just back here, living. Breathing. 
Being good or bad or whatever, 
leaking music or not. I don't really 
care. Do you? Just back here would 
t)e the best thing. I know that's bratty. 
But do you think about whether 
you're being selfish or not when 
you're at a funeral? I don't. Biggie's 
posthumous Life After Death and 
Tupac's posthumous R U Still 
Down? (Remember Me) and Puff's 
notoriously Bigged-up/Vo Way Out 
were three of the 10 best-selling 
albums released in 1997. So I know 
you all are listening. Relentlessly. 
Morbidly. With devotion. Are we 
sick? Or crazy? In love? Or what? 

On a lot of days, listening to the 
stuff we have left of them. I feel like the 
funerals aren't over. Like I'm sitting 
there. Just pretending it's all a movie, 
and that Big Poppa and Baby Bad Ass 
are still among the living. 

But that's where I started this 
piece, right? Danyel Smith 
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IPBINCE NASEEM HAHED; KNDCKIH' SUCKAS OUT] 

Twenty-four-year-old boxer Prince Naseem Hamed of 
Sheffield. England has won alt of his 30 fights; but what's real- 
ly fascinating are the contradictions that govern his achieve- 
ments and resultant fame. Although his Arabic forename means 
"gentle breeze." Naz's ability to outbox, outfox, outwit, and out- 
hit his fellow featherweight opponents is anything but gentle 
and breezy. His gnawing, ferocious punches are comparable to 
blistering tornadoes that scoop his rivals up off the canvas, leav- 
ing them neariy unconscious. 

Although his 28 knockdowns and two victories by decision 
saw him unify the WBO, WBC, and IBF featherweight divisions 
for the first time ever, he renounced ownership of the IBF belt 
on the grounds that fighting opponents below his class would 
mean he'd be teaching them rather than testing himself. 
Instead, he wears the WBO Featherweight Champion of the 
World belt prciudly. comfortable in the knowledge that the IBF 
is well within his grasp. 

Naseem s irrepressible B-boy swagger and insurmount- 
able self-belief may be straight out of the school of hip hop. but 
they juxtapose his Muslim upbringing and nonswearing, non- 
drinking, nonsmoking lifestyle. Said variances and his grow- 
ing status as an icon among England's urban youth — who have 
yearned for a sports star of color— prompted Adidas to make 
him one of their Global Symbols. The company, like his victims, 
understands that the Prince's contradictions are merely reflec- 
tions of his strength. Jacqueline Sphnger 
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CA NIBUS; EATING HCsALIVEl 

Mad-dogging lyric foes the way squinty-eyed Clint Eastwood stared down gunslingers in Dirty Harry flicks, tfie rap 
vigilante known as Canibus busted fortli in 1 998 to shake up hip hop's status quo. 

Previously known for raw, hardcore guest appearances on the Lost Boyz' "Music Makes Me High (Remix)" 
(Group Home/Universal, 1 996) and "Beasts From the East" (Group Home/Universal, 1 997). this New Jerusalem 
contender continued on the collaboration route by hemming fly joints with Chicago's Common, Wyclef Jean, and 
world music icon Youssou N 'Dour. But it was his now infamous square-off with rap stalwart L.L. Cool J over lyrics 
on Mr. Smith's "4,3,2,1 " (Def Jam) that not only led to the rabble-rousing "Second Round K.O." (Universal) — in 
which a carnivorous Mike Tyson ordered the Canibus Man to "eat, eat, eat, eat MCs" — but also gave hip hop a 
much needed thrill. 

Furthermore, Canibus gets his jollies from abusing opponents. When using his rugged growl to spit complex 
rhymes, this skinny dude transforms into the kind of bully who talks shit as he beats your ass. He also becomes a hat- 
ed rival who upsets yourteam through extra hustle and playbook smarts. Next, his album. But rest assured, this ill 
communicator has already etched an impression as permanent as the tattoo on L.L.'s arm. Gabriel Alvarez 



VENUS AND SERENA WILLIAM S; CALllNfi THE SHOTS 




■len Venus and Serena Williams play tennis, they don't |ust 
cover the court; they stake a claim on it. Bounding between 
the lines with gazellelike grace, this fearsome twosome turn ten- 
nis balls into fuzzy yellow stealth bombs, their rainbow hair tieads 
flying in every direction at once. There's nothing prim or proper 
about their style of play, no giriie second serves or prissy over- 
head lobs to fall back on. This is grunt work, just like their dad- 
dy. Richard Williams, taught them on the hardscrabble courts of 
Compton. Nothing is taken for granted. That is why, in a sport 
that covets lily-white, ponytailed princesses, 1 7-year-old Venus 
and 1 6-year-old Serena are rebels without a pause. 

Over the past year. Venus has skyrocketed from 1 1 0th in the 
worid to 1 0th. while Serena has made an even greater leap in only 
five months, from 453rd to 30th. But what really galls the USTA 
set is the way this sister act back up their big play with take-no- 
prisoners braggadocio. They've let everyone know that the 
Williams Era is close at hand, and they may not be too far off the 
mark. Venus has already made it to the U.S. Open finals as an 
unseeded player, and Serena came thisclose to whupping little 
Miss Numero Uno, Martina Hingis, at last year's Australian Open. 
Venus and Serena are striking a blow for country club gate- 
crashers everywhere. Mark Weingarten 





POUERNOUES 





MISSY ELLIOTT: FLY GIRL 



hose were the days (back in 1996), when 
Missy Elliott was just some girl from Down 
South — Portsmouth, Virginia, specifically — 
come up North making songs memorable (702's 
"Steele," Motown, 1997) or at least helping 
artists to get their 1 5 minutes (Gina Thompson's 
"The Things You Do [Remix)" Mercury, 1 996) — 
Just by giggling hee-hee-hee-hee-haow. 

But Missy wrote some songs, didn't she? 
Who could forget the realness of Aaliyah's 1 996 
'If Your Girl Only Knew" (Blackground/Atlantic) 
and SWVs fuck-me "Can We" (RCA, 1 997)? See- 
ing as Missy got so "comfortable" writing (read: 
J, paid), she almost didn't even create her own 1 997 
debut, Supa Dupa Fly (EastWest^EEG). But the 
album's songs — written with assistance from 
supapnxtucer/friend Tim "Timbaland" Mosley — 
were a woman's: all about love, friendship, and 
, just hangin' out. 

It was Missy's videos, with direction t>y Hype 
Villiams, that made us embrace her tightly (and 
nk her dearly for using her imaginatkin). Con- 
- the Michelin Man-inspired first clip, "The 
iln," the Japanamation-esque "Sock it to Me," 
1 Lit' Kim and Da Brat saving the wortd 
BP Me 91 1 ," featuring 702 all dolled up. 
Accordingly, Missy earned her own label: the 
Qold Mind. Incorporated. 

But if you think all that's fresh, Missy 
' regdWy remixed Janet Jackson's "Go Deep," 
Ifng and producing the soundtrack to the 
upcoming film Why Do Fools Fall m Love 
(Twentieth Century Fox), is touring with Lilith 
Fair, stars in li&>rite commercial, and will soon 
have anew al(Nb> — all before 1 999. All the way 
to the bank, MMU laughing. And not a fin 
gerwave out <^xlHiL Karen R. Good 
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"Nothing is for certain... nothing lasts 
forever, but until they close the curtains, 
it's him and I..." 

Outkast, August, 1998 
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HARKUAHLBER6:I 
GREAT WHITE HYPQ 



1 this post-Vanilla Ice age of 
popular culture, not many 
white boys could emerge from 
the joke that was Marky Mark to 
become. . . Mark Wahlberg, Seri- 
ous Actor. Backed by the Funky 
Bunch, Wahlberg garnered a 
Top 10 hit with 1991s "Good 
Vibrations." Next, he became an 
underwear model — before it 
was a cool thing. After it was 
revealed that he had been con- 
victed of commiting a hate crime 
against two Vietnamese men in 
1988. Donnie-from-the-New- 
Kids' brother was the Boston 
wannabe B-boy who was easy 
to despise. 

Since Wahlberg's spent so 
much time desperately trying to 
be dope, what we love about him 
now is the seemingly effortless 
expertise he brings to the silver 
screen. From a not-too-bright 
hick in 1 994 's Renaissance Man 
to a psycho stalker in 1 996's Fear, 
Wahlberg Infused forgettable 
movies with meaningful portray- 
als. Critically acclaimed perfor- 
mances in Saske/ba// Diaries and 
Boogie Nights proved he was 
more than worthy. Meanwhile. 
Mark is busy writing and produc- 
ing his own string of low-budget 
bizarro flicks that may or may not 
be released (such as Damn Van 
Damme and Gotta Get Off Don- 
key Kong). He also stars in this 
year's action blockbuster The Big 
Hit and costars with Robert 
DeNiro in Out on My Feet. These 
days, much like Boog/e's Dirk 
Diggler, Mr. Wahlberg is hangin' 
just fine. Ayana Byrd 





et's talk about strong women in the music business. When Mariah Carey entered the pop stratosphere 
eight years ago. she was precisely the sort of young female star whom the media use for target prac- 
tice: a baby-doll beauty with a Svengali-like beau and a penchant for critic-repelling power t>aJlads. But 
Carey not only gracefully survived the potshots she received as an industry ingenue — to say nothing of 
the snide tabloid stories that cropped up before her divorce this past March— she evolved into a model 
of professional and creative autonomy. Her latest album, Butterfly (Columbia), found the pop princess 
jamming with hip hop icons and writing or cowriting all her material; it was a woridwide hit (so far selling 
three million copies in the U.S. alone), solidifying Carey's stature as the best-selling female artist of the 
nineties. 

Never content to rest on her laurels, the 28-year-old singer now oversees her own label. Crave 
Records, and is branching out into movies, with an action-comedy, 00-Soul (costarring Chris Tucker), 
currently in production and a more dramatic film in development. Given her track record, it's safe to 
assume that Carey will promote these new ventures with both discipline and dignity. That's more than 
essarily expect from, say, Courtney Love — or most folks, (or that matter. Elysa Gardner 



LIVAN AND ORLANDO HERNANDi 
AIN'T NO STOPPIN' THEH NOUJ 



atino pitchers, who for some reason are 
- known for cranking out 90-mph tastballs, are 
as coveted by Amencan baseball team owners 
as Cohibas are by cigar aficionados. And after 
risking everything they had— including their 
lives— to come to the United States, Cuban 
brothers Livan and Orlando Hernandez arc no 
exception. 

Livan. 23, defected from Cuba's superior 
national team in 1 995 dunng an exhibition game 
in Mexico. One eariy September morning, just 
before dawn, he snuck away to meet an Amer- 
ican sports agent named Joe Cubas, who 
promised Livan the lucrative life awarded Amer- 
ica's top athletes. Livan wont on to sign a S4.5 
million deal with the Flonda Mariins, whore his 
abundance of raw talent was unmatched: Livan 
was named MVP of the 1 997 National Champi- 
onship Series and Worid Series. 

Meanwhile, Livan's 28-year-old half-broth- 
er, Ortando, known as El Duque (the Duke), 
stayed behind in their homeland, working as a 
physical therapist and making $8.75 a month. 
Although he was a phenomenal baseball play- 
er, Oriando had been banned in 1997 from 
Cuba's national team for helping other players 
defect and was regarded shamefully by the gov- 
ernment as the brother of a traitor So, just as 
Livan accepted his MVP trophy. El Duque 
jumped into a makeshift boat filled with four 
cans of Spam and stale bread. After 1 0 hours, 
the leaky 20-foot boat reached the Bahamas, 
where Oriando was assisted by the same agent 
who first helped his little brother. El Duque even- 
tually outsigned Livan in March 1 998: a S6.6 
million deal with the New York Yankees. Both 
brothers continue to play on their field of 
dreams. They haven't lost yet. 

Ariamary Pelayo 
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I an McKnight toyed with the mainstream (read: 

.vhite audience, it's okay) on his 1995 sophomore 
album, / Remember You (Mercury). He did so with a 
well-received but otf-kilfer remake ot Van Morrison's 
1970 "Crazy Love" (which belied McKnight's innate 
pop smarts). It seemed, though, only a matter of time 
before Brian McKnight would get his — and then some. 

That time is now — with Brian's platinum third album. 
Anytime (Motown). And what makes Brian's success 
so satisfying for fans of grown-up pop is that he's 
become an MTV icon, even though he plays against the 
grain and sticks to his smooth stylistic guns. Not that 
Motown didn't take the first single. "You Should Be 
Mine," and dress up the low-key singer/songwriter in 
shiny threads, surround him with dancers, a catchy 
Puffy track, and Mase's fluffy rhymes (the four basic 
food groups that constitute an R&B/pop smash). Cred- 
it the intelligence of the fans who may have danced to 
the beats and the cheap thrills but still demanded the 
passionate real thing. 

McKnight's vocals are graceful and elegant. The 
lyrics he pens are sexy and laced witti the sort of regret 
that can't be programmed or looped, but must, like tove, 
be felt. "Anytime," a perfect example of his brilliance, 
is a summertime hit single with eariy winter's mournful 
chill. This song, especially, has made him a star. 

In a rare bit of kismet, it couldn't have happened to 
a more deserving guy. Amy Linden 

PH0T06RAPH BY RONALD CADIZ 
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ALEKUEK: DARK AND LOVELY 



As she storms down the catwalk, it's clear that 21 - 
year-old AIek Wek is extremely real — all five feet 
eleven inches of her blue-black, soul-sista-from-the- 
Motherland, high-booty body. From walking the run- 
way for the likes of Gucci, Missoni, Christian Dior, 
Chanel, and Givenchy to gracing the cover of Elle to 
appearing in recent videos for Janet Jackson's "Got 
'Til It's Gone" and Busta Rhymes' "Put Your Hands 
Where Your Eyes Could See," Miss Wek has proven 
(for the 90 trillionth time) that black really is beautiful. 

Though Wek is an intense beauty, her real strength 
comes from within. In 1 989. a 1 2-year-old AIek, along 
with her parents, four brothers, and five sisters, had to 
flee Wau, Sudan for the capital city of Khartoum due 
to civil unrest. Her father died shortly thereafter, and 
most of the family then took refuge in London. It was 
there, in 1 996, that a talent scout discovered Wek at a 
street fair. Since she signed with IMG, it's been nothing 
but nonstop. But when she's not posing, Wek is work- 
ing toward raising awareness for the United Nations 
High Commission for Refugees and World Vision. 
These organizations assist Sudanese families strug- 
gling to recover from the country's tumultuous politi- 
cal scene. For Wek, being a role model seems to be 
just as good as being a super one. Emil Wilbekin 

PH0T08RAPH BY DANA LIXEIBEM 
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H^L HATH NO. FURY LIKE THE 
FIFTH ELEMENT OF HIP HOP. 



NO MORE WACKNESS, FOREVER. 



hIp hop AR^IAi 



mm 



the Fifth element of hip hop 

August 25TH 1998 



comparison to his current clash with young Canibus, was deter- 
mined to contribute to the project despite refusing to appear 
on the record himself. So, as the rest of the group recorded on 
one floor of Manhattan's Chung King Studios, Mr. Smith, who 
was working on his own material on another floor, helped write 
MC Lyte's verse. In the case ofToo Short, his eagerness to par- 
ticipate in both the East Coast and West Coast projects was 
stymied by organizers' concerns about his pimp image. (Short 
Dog is in the house this time, though.) 

"When we said 'Stop the violence,' nobody was really down 
with that," admits KRS-One. "I'm only going to say that once, 
and I'm nevergonna refer to it again." Kris was moved to action 
after losing his friend and cofounder of Boogie Down Pro- 
ductions, DJ Scott La Rock, in a 1987 Bronx shoot-out. Since 
"Self-Destruction," he's been involved with such efforts as 
Human Education Against Lies and the Temple of Hip Hop. 
"In every movement I've ever had something to do with, every- 
one is reluctant in the beginning because of fear— 'Can we do 
that?' We're criticized highly when it comes out," he says with 
bemused defiance. "Years later, we come together like this." 

Perhaps it is fear that causes some of the old cast members 
to have reservations today. Some plead a previous engagment; 
others demand special accomodations. But once they are face- 
to-tace with their peers-some still in the music business and 
othen leading lives as mothers, preachen, nurses, or husbands— 
the camaraderie of more than a century of combined hip hop 
experience shines through, and it's no longer a photo shoot 
but a true reunion of friends, and even rivals. 

"What I saw happening this weekend was a bunch of old 
folks getting together and having a little fiin out here," says Mike 
Concepcion, an O.G. Crip who began 'banging in the late 1960s. 
He was imprisoned for murder at age 13 and later confined to a 
wheelchair by gunshots. It was Concepcion's revered status with- 
in the L.A. gang scene that allowed for "Same Gang" 's collab- 
oration of pimps, bailers, conscious rappers, and preachers. "I 
just hope that everyone sees what's happening and knows that 
this could be everywhere. Everybody could turn around and 
just come out and have ftin, enjoy life, and just kick it. You don't 
have to come to Atlanta; you can do it in your backyard. Just 
get some of the homeboys, talk to 'em, and say, 'Hey, man, let's 
play some ball. Let's do somelhing.' " 

As the photographer struggles to capture the attenrion of a 
talkative group that no longer seems overly concerned with pro- 
jecting an image, the unresolved question behind these artists' 
10-year-old dream arises once more. Nagging doubts become 
clear to the portrait's happenstance audience, to the kids in 
the front row who aren't exactly sure about the identity of their 
legendary company, and, most of all, to the artists themselves: 
Did we stop the violence? Can we be all in the same gang? 

Perhaps not. But in an age when hip hop seems willing to 
address anything but the issues at hand, it is precisely these 
questions that remain foi the rest of us to answer. But for 
today— a good day, a great day— the work is done. □ 
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The real questions are the ones that obtrude 

uponyoHr consciousness whetheryou like it or 
not... They are the ijueslions asked most fre- 
quenlly and answered most inadequately, the 
ones that reveal their true natures slowly, reluc- 
tantly, most often againstyour will. 
-Ingrid Bengis, author 

To revohe, to evolve, to self-respect, 'causewe 
got to keep ourselves in check, or else.... 
-Chuck D, "Self-Destruction," 1988 

Atlanta, May 29, 1998: It's 95 degrees 
in the shade of the massive trees that 
anchor the campus of Morehouse 
College, the historically black institution 
of higher reasoning. In perhaps the very 
spot where a freshman Martin Luther 
Kingjr. might have once scribbled out 
crib notes, a handful of school security 
guards watch with mild concern as an 
ever growing gathering ofMCs exchange 
familial hugs and greetings. Egos are 
checked at the door. Spontaneous 
ciphers form, rich with experience and 
mutual respect. Members of New York's 
Stop the Violence Movement and the 
West Coast Rap All-Stars have come by 
plane, train, and Winnebago to converge 
in front of Morehouse's hallowed Graves 
Hall for A Great Day in Hip Hop, VlBE's 
homage to the immortal 1958 portrait of 
jazz masters, A Great Day in Harlem. 

"1 didn't think I would ever see every- 
body all together like this as far as the East 




J J. Fad's Baby Dee; 
Body and Soul 



and the West," says J.J. Fad's Baby Dee, 
who's looking forward to a return to the 
rap game after having two daughters. "I 
thought it was much beef When you 
ain't in the business, you see what the 
public sees. From my eyes, 1 seen the East 
Coast/W est Coast with a wall, like. You 
stay your way, I'll stay my way." 

Though the effects of time and chang- 
ing fashions are visible on some members 
of the group, the reunion is powerful 
enough to take everybody back to 1988, 
when KRS-One's Stop the Violence 
Movement gathered all the era's premier 
East Coast talents-from Public Enemy to 
Kool Moe Dec— to record "Self-Destruc- 
tion," a response to the bloodshed and 
conflict marring hip hop events and the 
industry in general. Soon after, the boom- 
ing Call rap scene made its own move 




toward unity in the community with the 
West Coast Rap All-Stars' 1990 "We're All 
in the Same Gang." Both songs and their 
accompanying videos targeted a Hip Hop 
Nation still open-minded to receiving 
messages within their music. "Self- 
Destruction" raised $600,000 for the 



National Urban League, 
and "We're All in the Same 
Gang" laid the groimdwork 
for a future gang truce. The 
songs ultimately became 
part of an entire genera- 
tion's hip hop upbringing. 

Despite (or perhaps 
because oO their outspoken 
messages, both projects 
experienced their share of 
behind-the-scenes drama. 
There were the ones who 
agreed to participate but didn't show up, 
and the ones who had problems with 
somebody else's participation. Others- 
like Kane and Slick Rick, D-Nice and 
Doug E. Fresh-put beefs aside to get 
down. L.L. Cool J, whose lyric battles with 
Kool Moe Dee seem almost quaint in 




iterial 




knives Hall, Morehouse College. Top row, from left: Roger "King Tec" McBride, Stanley "MC Hammer" Biirrell. Moh.inncl.is'*Kool Moe Dee" Dcwese, M.irvin "Young 
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lal K" Bonners. Second row, from left: Carlctoii "Cluick D" Ridenhour, Michael Concepci6n,Todd "Too Short" Shaw, Michelle "Sassy C" Franklin, Dania "Baby D" Birks, 
Gregory '*Shock G" Jacobs, Lana "MC I.ylc" Moorer. jcf trey "Del jef" Fortson. Rose "Almigbt T" Hutchinson. Leonardo "Wise" Roman, Glenn K. "Daddy-O" Bolton, D. 
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: HOUSE AT OUR LATEST EVENTS. 




1. ABSOLUT-ly marvelous! VISE'S fashion police celebrated our 
September Fall Fashion Filth Anniversary issue at the Sutton Bank & 
• Trust in New York City. Pictured here are (l-r): John Rollins, 
g Publisher: Abigail Marcus, Beauty & Fragrance Manager: Len 
a Burnett, Associate Publisher: Matt Pressman, Sportswfear Manager: 

- Emil Wilbekin, Fashion Director, Dana Hill, Phat Farm: and Mark 
^ Eckstrom, Fashion Advertising Director 

M 2. Mark Eckstrom continued to work the room throughout the 
,1 evening and shared Absolut and a laugh with Sam Hassan of Stone 
, Island. Angelo Antenucci of Lenergia, and friends. 

? 3. VIBE is for the children! VIBE sponsored the Loyola Youth 
J Center fashion/talent showcase in Brooklyn, New York. Judging the 

event were Ayana Byrd, freelance researcner, VIBE: Shani Saxon, 
? Assistant Music Editor, VIBE: Fantasy, Blackball Productions: and 

Jay Norris, President and CEO, Net-. 

- 4. They got game! As VIBE kicked it live at Walt Disney World's Pleasure 

f Island tor the third year in a rovi the VIBE Golf Invitational winners took out 
^ the competition. The tournament reception was sponsored by Enyce, Grand 
c Slam, and Johnnie Walker Black. The winners. Levi Stubbs 111 (second from 
I right), son of VIBE Props award recipient Levi Stubbs of the Four Tops, and 
Darrell Thompson. Los Angeles entertainment lav/yer. received their trophies 
with (l-r): Len Burnett, Associate Publisher VIBE: Danny Robinson, Exec. VP 
and Creative Director of Vigilante Advertising and Marc Strachan, Chief 
Operator and Marketing Officer of Vigilante Advertising. 

J 5. Enyce's Tony Shellman (center), winner of the longest drive, shov/ed 
c VIBE'S Len Burnett and Qwest Records' Fave Duvernay (right) how to stay 
I cool In the scorching Orlando heat at the VIBE Golf Invitational. 

s - 6. The multitalented Chris Calloway of the New York Giants, shown here 

= with Len Burnett, look a swing at golfing at the VIBE Goll Invitational in 

I 2 Orlando, Florida. 

I g 7. No autographs, please!!! The Grand Slam Denguin, shown here with 

£ i adoring fans, really stole the show at the VIBE Golr Invitational. 





8. On a world tour with VMS, my 
man! The ViBE Music Seminar 
stopped in Washington, D.C. and 
Atlanta. GA before rieading to New 
York for the grand finale in August. 
Panelist/sponsor Daymond John of 

FUBU shared his inspirational rags-to-riches story with our registrants. 

9. The parties at the VIBE Regional Seminar in D.C. were filled to the brim with 
revelers sampling Tanqueray and shakin' it up all night. Keeping the Tanqueray 
flowin' were Keitn Beacham (center) and Terry Williams. 

10. Actress Regina King, and her husband. Ian Alexander of Qwest Records, got 
a sneak preview of VIBFs August issue at our successful L A. cocktail party at 
Garden of Eden. 

11. The man of steel met the men with vision at VIBE's L.A. cocktail party. 
Surrounding Los Angeles Lakers' star Shaquille O'Neal are John Rollins. 
Publisher, and Keith Clinkscales, President & CEO. 
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Six 
masters- 
musical 
architects 
of the 
highest 
order 
responsible 
for some of 
the best 
music 
ever ■ 
Please 
peruse 
their 
extremely 
abridged 
discographiesi 
and then 
ask 



C H t C Kjii 



OlSCOGUPHItS 



yourselves-! 
hlhen do 
these guys 
sleepf 



BABYFACE 



babyfacGi continuGd m 


Betl Div Ueioe 


nodonna 


"Somethtng in Your Eyes" 


"Take a Bow" 


(MCA. 1993} 


(Warner Bros.. 1994) 


BODDy tlrown 


nonon uarey 


■Rock Wil'cha.""Roni." 


"Never Forget Yoii" 


"Don l Be Cruel" ( MCA, 1 988) 


(Columbia. 1993) 


-Good Enough- (MCA, 1992) 




Dni#i II Man 

Doyz II nen 


noryJ. Bilge 


"Missing You" (MCA, 1997) 


-End o( the Road" 




(LaFace. 1992) 


onoiamar ^ 


■ni Make Love to You," "Water 


"Born to Love." 


Runs Dry" ( Motown. 1994) 


"Circumstantial Evidence." 


"Never," "A Song for Mama." 


"Games," "Imaginary Love." 


"Gin in the Life Magazine" 


"1 Want You (to Be My 


(Motown. 1997) 


Playthang)," "Love's Grown 




Deep" (Solar, 1987) 


Brandy 


Tevin Campbell 


"Sittin' up in My Room" 


(UFace, 1995) 


"Always in My Heart," 




"Can We Talk," "I'm Ready" 


teiine uion 


(Qwest, 1993) 


"Power of the Dream" 


"The Impossible Dream" 


(550 Music/Epic/Columbia, 1996) 


(LaFace. 1996) 


Color He Bodd 


TheJacbons 


"From the Back" (Giant. 1 996) 


"Nothin' (That Compares 2 U)" 




(Epic, 1989) 


Chonte noore 




•■VVeyU'lAnsta, 1995) 


The Whispers 




"In the Mood," "Rock Steady" 


Deborah Cox 


(Solar, 1987) 


"My First Night with You" 


TIC 


(Arista, 1995) 


Urn Hill 


"Shock Dat Monkey," 


"Somethin" You Wanna Know." 


" We re Not Making Love No 


"Baby-Baby-Baby" (LaFace. 


More" (LaFace, 1997) 


1992)"Diggin'OnYou" 


El Deborge 


(LaFace. 1994) 


"This Is How It Works" 


"Can t Get Enough." "I'll Be 


(Ansla. 1995) jt 


There," "Where Is My Love?" 


T««i»„.n.„ i 


"You Got the Love 1 Want" 


Tom Braxton ^ 


(Reprise, 1994) 


"Love Shoulda Brought You 




Home." "Another Sad Love 


r 

Eric Clapton 


Song," "Breathe Again," 


"Change the World" 


"You Mean the World to Me." 


(Repnse, 1996) 


"Seven Whole Days" (LaFace, 




1993): "Let It Flow," "Find Me 


Foith Evans 


a Man," "How Gould an Anget 


"Kissing You" (Arista. 1995) 


Break My Heart," "In the 




Late of Night." "Why Should 


blodys Knignt 


1 Care." "You're Makln' Me 


-1 Don't Want to Know" 


High," "Boys and Girls" 


(MCA, 1994) 


(LaFace, 1996) 


Johnny Gill 


BHMl 


fa;rwea(fief Frierx((Motown, 1990) 


"Bedtime" (LaFace, 1997) 


"There U Go" (LaFace, 1 992) 




"Long Way From Home" 


Vortous Artists 


(Motown, 1993) 


Waiting to Exhale (Arista, 1 995) 


JonB. 


Whitney Houston 


"Isn't It Scary," "Pants Off," 


"Anymore," "I'm Your 


"Pretty Girl." "Someone to Love" 


Baby Tonight," "Miracle." 


(Yab Yum Records, 1995) 


"My Name Is Not Susan" 


"Love Hurts" (Yab Yum, 1997) 


(Ansta. 1990) 




"Queen of the Night" 


Kenny G. 


(Arista. 1992) 


"That SometMdy Was You," 


"You Were Loved," "My 


"Every Time 1 Close My Eyes" 


Hear! Is Calling" 


(Arista. 1996) 


(Ansta. 1996) 




Aaron Hall 

"Curiosity (Remix)" featuring 
Redman (MCA. 1995) 

Bell BivDeVoe 

"She's Dope (Remix)" 
(MCA. 1991) 

Big Daddy Kane 

"Gel Into It" b/w "Just Rhymin' 
With Biz." "Somethin' Funky" 
(Prism. 1987) 

"Raw" b/w "Word to the Mother 

(Und)" (Prism. 1988) 

"I'll Take You There (Remix)" b/w 

"Wrath of Kane" 

(Cold Chillin'. 1988) 

Long Live the Kane 

(Cold Chillin', 1988) 

"Rap Summary (Lean on Me)." 

"Young. Gifted & Black" 

(Cold Chillin', 1989) 

- 'Cause I Can Do It Right 

(Remix)" (Cold Chillin'. 1991) 

Biz Harkie 

"Make the Music With Your 
Mouth. 8iz" b/w "The Biz 
Dance." "A One, Two," "They're 
Coming to Take Me Away Ha- 
Haa" (Prism. 1986) 
"Nobody Beats the Biz." 
"Pickin' Boogers" (Prism. 1987) 
"Something for the Radio 
(Remix)." "Vapors (Remix)." "Biz 
Is Goin' Off (Remix)" b/w "Tfie 
Do Do" (Cold Chillin', 1 988) 
Gom'Off(CoW Chillin'. 1988) 

Bobby Brown 

"Feelin' Inside (Touch of Thug 
Remix)" (MCA. 1997) 

Chubb Rock 

"Lost in a Storm (Remix)" 
(Select. 1992) 

Dimples D 

"Sucker DJs" (Party Time, 1983) 

Capone-N-Noreoga 

"L.A.. LA (Remix)" 

(25toUfe.1996) 

"Capone Bone" (Penalty, 1997) 

ChakoKhon 

"This Is My Night (Remix)" 
(Warner Bros., 1989) 

Cheryl Pepsii Riley 

"Guess I'm in Love (Remix)" 
(Reprise. 1993) 

Cormego feoturing Foxy Brown 

"Slow Down, Yo" 
(Def Jam. 1998) 

Craigt 

"Shout." "Transformof" 
(Pop Art. 1985) 

"Turn This House Into a Home" 
(Atlantic, 1989) 
TTie Kingpin (Atlantic. 1989) 
"Shootin' the Gift (Remix)" b/w 
"Take the Bait" (Atlantic. 1 990) 



Da Koungstas 

"Rip a Rhyme." "Lyrical Stick It 
Up Kid" (EastWest. 1993) 
"Hip Hop Ride" 
(EastWest. 1994) 
"Mad Props" 
(Elektra/Asylum, 1995) 

Dred Scott 

"Nuthin' ta Lose (Remix)" 
auff Break/ ASM, 1993) 

En Vogue 

"Hold On (Remix)" 
(Atlantic. 1990) 

EricB.&flokim 

"Eric B. Is President" b/w 
"My Melody" 
(Zakia. 1986) 

"Eric B. Is President (Remix)." 
"My Melody (Remix)" 
(4th SBway. 1987) 

RitJoe 

"Find Out" 
(Big Beat. 1998) 

Force NDs 

"Step to Me" 
fTommy Boy. 1 990) 

Heavy DS the Boyz 

"Overweight Lover's in the 
House" (MCA, 1987) 
"Ez Duz It, Do It Ez," 
"Gyriz, They Love Me." "Gyriz. 
They Love Me (Remix)". "Here 
We Go Again. Y'all." "We Got 
Our Own Thang (Remix)" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1989) 
"Lover's Got What You Need." 
"Sister. Sister" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1991) 
"Something Goin' On." 
"Spend a Little Time on Top" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1994) 

Immature 

"We Got It (Remix)" 
(MCA. 1995) 

KoHwkazee 

"Spread It." "Head On" b/w 
"Bridge 95" (Pirate. 1995) 
"Snakes" b/w "Spread It 
(Remix)" (Hydra. 1997) 

King Tee 

"At Your Own Risk 
(Buddha Mix and Okj 
English Mix)" 
(Capitol. 1990) 
"Black Together Again 
(Remix)" 
(Capitol. 1992) 

KoolGRapSDJPoh) 

"tt'sa Demo" b/w "I'm Fly" 
(Cold Chillin'. 1986) 
"Rikers Islaind" b/w 

"Rhyme Time" 

(Cold ChillinM 987) 
Road to the Riches 
(Cold Chillin'. 1989) 



LLCoolJ 

Mama Said Knock You Oct 

(Def Jam. 1990) 

"Jingling Baby (Remix)" b/w 

'Illegal Search" 

U Shots to the Dome 

(Def Jam. 1993) 

lords of the Underground 

Here Come the Lords 
(Pendulum. 1993) 
"Tic Toe." "What I'm After." 
"Neva Faded" (Pendulum. 1994) 

Horley Horl 

"Mariey Mari Scratch" featuring 

MCShan(Nia. 1985) 

"He Cuts So Fresh" featuring 

MCShan (MCA. 1986) 

In Control Vol. 1 

(Cold Chillin'. 1988) 

In Control Vol. 2: For Your 

Steering Pleasure 

(Cold Chillin'. 1991) 

Master Ace 

"Together" b/w 
"Lettertothe Better" 
(Prism. 1989) 
Takes Look Around 
(Cold Chillin'. 1990) 

KClyte 

"Cappucino" 
(First Priority. 1989) 

MCShan 

■Jane, Stop This Crazy 
Thing" b/w "Cocaine" 
(Cold Chillin'. 1986) 
"Beat Biter" l>/w 
"Oueensbridge a.k.a. 
the Bridge" 

(Bridge ReconJs. 1986) 
Down by Law 
(Cold Chillin'. 1987) 
Bom to Be Wild 
(Cold Chillin'. 1988) 
"I Pioneered This." 
"Juice Crew Law" 
(Cold Chillin'. 1988) 

Honie Love 

"Full Term Love" 
(Warner Bros.. 1993) 
In a Word or 2 (Cool Tempo/ 
Warner Bros.. 1993) 

Nos featuring Kamakazee & 
Cormego 

"The Real" 

(bootleg white label, 1 996) 

Poulo Abdul 

"Straight Up (Remix)" 
(Virgin. 1988) 

Prince S the Hew Power 
Generation 

"7 (Remix)" 
(Paisley Park, 1992) 

Rick James 

"Loosey's Rap" 
(Reprise. 1988) 



Roxonne Shonti 

"Roxanne's Revenge" 
(Pop /Vrt. 1984) 
"Queen of Rox," 
"DJ Cuttin'." 
"Runaway," 
"Bite This" 
(Pop Art. 1985) 
"The Def Fresh Crew" 
(Pop Art. 1986) 
"Go on Girt" 
(Cold Chillin'. 1988) 
Bad Sister 
(Cold Chillin'. 1989) 

Run-O.N.C 

"Don't stop (Remix)" 
(Profile. 1990) 

Shobbo Ranks 

"Ting-a-Ling (Remix)" 
(Epic, 1992) 

Shoi featuring Jojf-Z 

"I Don't Wanna 
Be Alone (Remix)" 
(Gasoline Alley. 
1995) 

Slick Rick 

■A Letter" 
(Def Jam. 1991) 

Spoonie Gee 

"That's My style." 
"I'll Serve You Right" b/w 
■Take It Off" 
(Tuff City. 1986) 
"The Godfather," 
"The Godfather 
(Remix)." 
"Spoonie Gee," 
"She's My Girt," 
"Mighty Mike Tyson" 
(Tuff City. 1987) 

Stephanie Hills 

"Something in the Way 
(You Make Me Feel)" 
(MCA, 1989) 

Super Nfltwe 
(a.k.aSalt-H-Pepa] 

"The Show Stoppa 
(Is Stupid Fresh)" 
(Pop Art, 1985) 

3rd Boss 

"Product of the Environment 

(Remix)," 

"Pop Goes the Weasel 
(Remix)," (Def Jam, 1 990) 

TIC 

"Das da Way We Like 'Em." 
"This Is How It Should Be 
Done." (LaFace, 1 992) 

Tragedy (a,kji. Intelligent 
Hoodhim) 

"TheSuperkids" 
(Hot Day. 1987) 
"Black & Proud 
(Remix)" 
(A&M,1990) 



bridge 

D J supreme and beat innovator 
Marion "tularley Marl" Williams is 
one oftfiemostpivotalsound 
architects in the world. Marl is 
recognized as the first producer _,«» »- 
to employ the technique of drum- 
sound sampling. Marlls also one 
of the forefathers of hip hop radio. '♦P*' 
starting out as a tumCableaccom- - 
plice for the world-famous. New 
York City-based Mr. Magic's 
"Rap Attacl<" program back in 
1 983. Responsible for crafting 
such classics as Big Daddy 
Kane'sLor?(? Lii/yhe Kane. Biz ^ 
Man<ie's Goin ' oK^mi L , L . Cool 
J's Marra Said Knock You Cmt. 
Mariey Mart is old school, new ^ 
school, and everything in ^ 
between. 

■ , -t • " ■ 
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TRAC 



ERS dynamic duo 



Savvy within both the subterranean and mainstream sectors. Trackmasters — Samuel 
"Tone" Barnes (right) and Jean Claude "Poke" Oliver (left) — concoct mood music for party 
people. Not many production teams can flip from radio friendly to thug friendly to hug 
friendly quite the way Tone (formerly the rapping Red Hot Lover Tone) and Poke can (along 
with some help from new TM recruit LeShaun "L.E.S." Lewis). The universally appealing, 
commercially masterful nature of this collective (the duo are responsible for at least 32 gold 
singles) has led to the establishment of Trackmasters Entertainment— a record-label 
partnership with Columbia, And if you didn't know, now you can't pretend that you don't, 

PHOTOGRAPH BY KATHARINA 6RNE 



Mlure 

Allure {Craye. 1997) 

A2 

"HeyAZ" 
"Trading Places" 
'Manasia (Inteflude)" 
"What's the Deal" 
"Halt-a-Mil (InlerludB)" 
"SOSA- 

"Ifs a Boy Thing" 
"Pieces of a (Black) Man" 
(Noo Tiybe/Vlrgin, 1 997) 

Babyfoce 

The Lover in Ybu (Remix)" (Epic, 
1996) 

Brian HcKnijht 

■Hold Me" (Motown. 1998) 

Com'ron 

"Horse & Carnage" featuring 
Mase (Unlertainmenl. 1998) 

Foith Evans 

■Fallmin Love 1995," 
(Bad Boy/Ansta. 1995) 

The Firm 

"Executive Decision." "I'm Leav- 
ing," "Firm All Stars." "Hard- 
core." "Desperados." 
"Firm Bi2" 

(AftermatlVlnterscope, 1 997) 

Foiy Brown 

IIINaNa 

iDet Jam/PolyGram. 1 996) 

"Big Bad Mama" 

(Det Jam/PolyGram. 1997) 

TheFugees 

"Ready or Not (Remix)" 
(Ruffhouse/Columbia. 1996) 

HeavyD 

"Nuttin'butLuv" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1994) 

Jay-Z 

"Face Off" (Del Jam. 1997) 

JonB. 

"Pretty Girt" 

(Yab Yum/Epic. 1995) 

LLCotlJ 

"Hey Lover" featuring Boyz II 
Men. "Hip Hop." "I Shot Ya." "I 
Shot Ya (Remix)." "Get the Drop 
on 'Em." "Hollis to Hollywood." 
"Make It Hot"(Def Jam. 1995) 
"Loungin" (Remix)" 
(Def Jam. 1996) 
"Father" 

(Def Jam/PolyGram. 1997) 
"Ttie Ripper Strikes Back" 
(Def Jam. 1998) 

HoryJ.BIige 

"Be Happy." "Intro." "Round and 
Round," "Share My 
Worid (Interlude)" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1997) 



Hariah Carey 

"Underneath the Stars" 
(Columbia. 1996) 
■Roof" (Columbia. 1998) 

Method Han 

■You're All I Need to Get By 
(Remix)" with Mary J. Blige 
(Def Jam. 1995) 

Michael Jockson 

"They Don t Care About Us 
(F^ix)"(Epic. 1995) 

Noreago featuring Has 
and Nature 

"Blood Money (Part 2)" 
(Tommy Boy. 1997) 

Has 

-If I Ruled the World" "Street 
Dreams." "Street Dreams 
(Remix).""lt Was Wntten" 
(Columbia. 1996) 

New Edition 

-Hit Me Off" (MCA. 1996) 



Noreoga 

"N.O.R.E.." "Hed (Interlude)." 
"Hed" featuring Nature, "Fiesta" 
featuring Kid Capn. "The Way We 
Live" featunng Chico DeBarge, 
"The Change, " "Da Story" featur- 
ing Maze (Penalty, 1998) 

The Notorious B.I.G. 

"Respect" 

(Bad Boy, 1994) "Juicy," 
"One More Chance" 
(Bad Boy, 1995) 

Red Not Lover Tone 

fled Hot Lover Torw 
(Select, 1992) 

Number I P/ayer (Select, 1995) 

Shoquiile O'Neal 

"Men of Steel" 
(WE/VWarnerBros., 1997) 

Silli 

"Hooked on You (Remix)" 
(Elektra, 1994) 

Soul for Real 

"Candy Rain," 
"Every Little Thing I Oo," 
"If You Want It" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1995) 

Tbtol 

"No One Else," "Spend Soma 
Time" (Bad Boy/Arista. 1 996) 

Will Smith 

"Men in Black," 
■JustCruisin'," 
"Just the Two of Us" 
(Columbia, 1997) 
"Getting JIggyWithIt" 
(Columbia, 1 998) 

Vorious Artists 

"Monsters" (Atlantic. 1996) 
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BOBBY DIGITAL 



There are many superstars in tlie dancehall of fame, but who can top the dominant dub dynasty that 
stretches from King Tubby through Prince Jammy, straight up to Bobby Digital? After collaborating 
on essential ragga riddims like "Punany" and "Sleng Teng," Bobby "Digital" Dixon — Jammy's in- 
house engineer — left to launch his own Digital B label in 1 990, taking the great Shabba Ranks with 
him. Since then, he's pumped out a maximum amount of boom tunes, seen? 



Admiral Tibet 


BujuBtinton 


Choko Deimis oai wim. 1993- 


Come 'nfo the Light 


"Good Looking Gal." 1 992" 


Lniie Culture 


(Live and Love. 1989) 


"Good Body" (from the Polygram 


"Don't Try to Dis Me." 1 992" 


disc Voice of Jamaica, 1993) 


"Love the Vibes." 1 998" 


Reality Time. 1993" 


"The Grudge." 1994" 




"Poor People." 1995" 


Daddy Lizard 




CocooTea 


"Inoculator" 


Al Campbell 


Lonesome Side 


(Live and Love. 1989) 


"Bus Dem Shut," 1992" 


(Liveand Love. 1989) 






"No Threat." 1994" 


Determine 


Beenle Hon 


"Love Me" with 


Shock the World. 1996" 


"Kettle Drum" with 


Shabba Ranks. 1996' 


Terry Ganzie 


Determine. 1996" 


"Flag Flown High" with 


"Boogie Down." 1998" 


Shabba Ranks. 1996" 


"Ragga Ragga." 1 995' 




"Heathen." 1997" 




Bounty Killer 


"Wait in Vain" 


Half Pint 


"Seek God." 1996- 


with Cutty Ranks. 1 997* 


"Substitute Lover." 1 993' 
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bobby digital-! continued 



Gregory Isoocs 

Set iWe Free. 1 991 • 

Had Cobra 

"TekHim." 1993- 
'Find and Kill," 1993- 

Horgon Heritage 

ProtectUsJah. 1997' 

Various Artists TTi/ngsaGivan, 1991' 

Ninjoman 

"ThingsaGwan,"1993" 
■Test the High Power," 1991' 

Johnny Osboume 

Rougher Than Them. 1989 

Frankie Paul 

■Whip Dem Jah Jah." 1 992" 
Come Back Again, 1995" 

Pinchers 

Go( (0 Be Me (Live and Love. 1 989) 
Hofter, 1991- 

Prezident Brown 

Original Blue Print. 1 996' 

Tony Rebel 

"Sweet Jamaica." 1992* 
"Teach the Children." 1995' 
"Conqueror," 1995' 
■Stand Up as a Man." 1995' 

Red Dragon 

"Jump Spread Out" 
(Live and Love. 1990) 
"Wicked Act." 1993" 

Sanchez 

"Give ItaChance." 1991* 
Give II a Chance. 1 99 1 ' 
/Car'(lVait,199r 
"One Day at a Time," 1993" 
Missing you. 1995" 
"Chronic." 1995" 

Shobbo Ranks 

"Peeny Peeny" 
(Live and Love. 1989) 
Best Baby Father. 1989" 
"Who She Love" with Home T & 
Cocoa Tea (Live and Love. 1990) 
"Gel Up Stand Up. "Roots & Culture," 
"Wicked m Bed." "Dem Bow." "Gal 
Yuh Good," "Pay Down 
Ponlt,"1990' 
JusfRea/rty, 1991" 
"Girls Wine," 199r 
AsRawas£vB/'(Epic, 1991)[pro- 
duced half ot the album's 1 2 tracks] 
"Ting-a-Ling" (Sony. 1992) 
X-lra Naked (Epic, 1992) 
"Shine & Criss" (Shang. 1993) 
"Respect." 199'l* 
>lMiShat)6a(Epic. 1995) 
"Heart ofa Lion." 1997" 
"Don't Follow RumofS" with 
Carlton Lhrlngston. 1998* 



1 



leroySlbbles 



"I Need Your Love." 1 995' 



GornettSilk 

It's Growing. 1993' 
"Kingly Character," 1994* 
"Splashing Dashing," 1995" 
"Silk Chant," 1996" 

Singing Melody 

"Groovy Kind of Love," 1991' 

Leroy Smart 

Talk About Friend. 1993' 



Hikey Spice 

eom/lga/n. 1995" 

Spraggo Benz 

"Plan B," 1995- 
"No Fun Ting." 1995' 
"How Long," 1996" 

Tanya Stephens 

"Handle the Ride," 1997' 

Lt.Stichie 

"Wap Dem," 1995" 

Nadine Sutherland 

"Rainbow," 1995" 

Terror Fabulous 

"Woulda Bawl." 
"Defend the Princess." 
"Ghetto Youth 
Rise." 1 995" 

Junior Tucker 

"Love of a Lifetime." 1 992' 

Chuck Turner 

One the Hard Way 
(Uveand Love. 1989) 



Sizzia 

Black Woman and Child. 1 997" 
"Make It Secure." "Give Them a 
Ride." 1997" 
"Tmst&Love,"1998' 

Various Artists 

Double Up Vols. 1and2. 1997' 
Ragga Mania Vols. 1-4 
(Ras/Grapevine, 1994) 
T?ie World otDigital-B 
(Mesa/Bluemoon. 1993) 
Moving Away. 1993* 
SthctlyDarKehall (Epic. 1993) 
Digital Selection. 1 989' 
Duck Dance (Live and Love. 1 990) 
Get Up Stand Up, 1990" 
IV/c/ced /need, 1991" 
Ripe Cherry. 1992" 
Handle the Ride. 1997- 
Sa«a, 1997- 
Kettle Dnjm. 199B' 
HealhenMM. 1997" 
Distal Impact. 1 998" 

Josey Wales 

"Chanty Chanty," 1996' 
"Weh Dem a Defend," 1998" 

Wayne Wonder 

-When I'm With You," 1994" 



'AU on Digital B Records 
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UB.Sure! 

"Nile and Day," "If I'm Not Your 
Lover" (Warner Bros.. 1 988) 

B-Fots 

"The Wop" (Ftooftop. 1 986) 

Big Bub 

"Call Me." "Bring It On," "My 
Way," "Settle Down" 
(Universal, 1997) 

Big Daddy Kone 

"It's a Big Daddy Thing." "I Get 
the Job Done" 
(ColdChillin', 1989) 

Billy Ocean 

"Tear Down These Walls" 
(Jive. 1988) 

Blockstreet 

S/ac*streel{lnterscope. 1994) 
Another Level (Inlerscope. 1 996) 
"Coming Home to You" 
(Warner Bros.. 1997) 
"Call Me (hip hop mix featuring 
Jay-Z)"(LaFace. 1997) 

Bobby Brown 

"Don 't Be Cruel." "My Peroga- 
tive" (MCA. 1988) 
"Get Away" (MCA, 1992) 
"Something in Common. "That's 
the Way Love Is" (MCA. 1 993) 

Doug E. Fresh 

"The Show" (Enjoy. 1985) 

Eternal 

-stay (Remix)" (ERG. 1 994) 

Father 

"69" (Uptown, 1993) 

Foxy Brown 

"Get Home" (Def Jam. 1996) 

Guy 

Guy (Uptown/MCA, 1988) 
The Future (MCA. 1990) 
"New Jack City" (Giant, 1 988) 
"Tell Me What You Like" 
(MCA. 1995) 



"Hammer Don't Stop" 
(Giant. 1994) 



"We Got Our Own Thang" 
(Uptown/MCA, 1989) 
"Now That We Found Love" 
(Uptown/MCA, 1991) 

Hi-Fin 

"I Just Can't Handle It." "I Like 
the Way (The Kissing Game)" 
(Jive. 1990) 

James Ingram 

-It's Real" (Warner Bros.. 1990) 

Janet Jackson 

"Go Deep (Remix)." "I Get So 
Lonely fTNT Remix)" 
(Virgin. 1997) 

JaV-Z 

"City Is Mine" 
(Roc-a-fella. 1997) 

OlJouy Jeff S the 
Fresh Prince 

"Check It Out." "I'm Looking tor 
the One (to Be With Me)" 
(Jive. 1993) 

Keith Sweat 

-I Want Her," Make It Last 
Forever," 1988 
"I'll Give All My Love to You" 
(Wntertainment/Elektra, 1990) 

HaryJ.BIige 

"What's the 4 1 1 ? (Remix)" 
(Uptown/MCA. 1993) 

Michoel Jackson 

"Remember the Time." "Jam," 
"In the Closet." 1991 
"Blood on the Dance Floor 
(coproduced w/M. Jackson) 
(Epic/Sony, 1997) 

NKDTB (Hew Kids on the Block] 

"You Got the Flavor," "Girls," 
"Never Let You Go" 
(Columbia, 1994) 

PottilaBelle 

"Love (This Word Is All)," "All 
This Love" (MCA, 1994) 

Queen latif ah 

"Just Another Day (Remix)" 
(Motown, 1995) 



Queen Pen 

My Melody 

(Lil Man/lnterscope, 1997) 

B. Kelly 

"Summer Bunnies (Remix)" 
(Jive, 1993) 



Rob Base &D.J.E-Z Bock 

-It Takes Two"(Profile, 1988) 

The Rolling Stones 

"Love Is Strong (Remix)" 
(Virgin, 1994) 

Stephonie Hills 

"Real Love" (Virgin. 1989) 

Taral Hicks 

"Distant Lover." 

"How Can I Get Over You" 

(PGD/Motown. 1997) 

Tom Jones 

"The Lead and How to Swing It" 
(Interscope. 1994) 

Usher 

"1 Will" (LaFace, 1997) 

The Wee Popa Girl Rappers 

"You've Got the Beat," "Faith" 
(Jive. 1989) 

TheWinons 

"A Friend," "It's Time" 
lOwest, 1990) 

Whitney Houston 

"Step by Step (Remix)" 
(Arista, 1996) 

Wreckx-N-Effect 

Wreckx-N-Eflect. 
(Motown, 1990) 
Hard or Smooth 
(Future/MCA, 1992) 
"Rump Shaker" 
(MCA, 1996) 

Discographias complied by: 
Rob Kenner, Chairman Mao, 
Mykella Van Cooten, Ryan Car- 
roll. Shelley Jefferson, Anamary 
Pelayo, Marline Bury, Connell 
Banett, Maneka Wade. Abby 
Reed. Ayana Byrd, 
Ttarra Mukheriee 
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IN EAST ST. LOUIS. DARNELL HCGEE WAS KNOWN AS THE BOSS HAN-A FRESHLY DIPPED HACK WITH SLICK 
R0LLERSKATIN6 MOVES AND A THICK DILLFOLD. HE ALSO HAD AIDS, AND NOW AT LEAST 30 YOUNG WOMEN 
HE HAD SEX WITH ARE HIV-POSITIVE. JimilBUm REPORTS FROM A QTY THAT WILL NEVER BE THE SAME 



The little bright girl, that pretty girl. The one my 
cousin used to mess with. Ain't that your 
daughter?" asked David McGee, the clerk at 
Rent-a-Center. He looked worried. 

"Yeah, that's my daughter," replied Cynthia 
Gooden, who was at the East St. Louis store mak- 
ing a payment on some electronic appliances. 

In a hushed voice, McGee asked Gooden and 
her husband to step outside into the parking lot. 
It was a steamy July afternoon in 1992. The clerk 
paused for a moment, and a pained expression 
crossed his fece. "Take your baby and get her tested," 
he whispered. "My cousin just got out of the hos- 
pital a few days ago. He's HIV-positive." 
"What?" cried Mrs. Gooden. 
"Don't get upset; it's probably nothing," said her husband, placing an arm 
around his wife's shoulders. 

After rushing home, Mrs. Gooden immediately made an appointment for her 
youngest daughter, 16-year-old Jamie, to get an HIV test at the local clinic. East 
Side Health District. Ten days later, on August 8, the results came back. Jamie, 
pregnant with her third child, had the virus. 

"I was kind of numb for a minute, then started hollering and screaming," recalls 
Mrs. Gooden, 48. "The end of the world was coming. My baby was going to die." 

The cousin who'd been "messin' with"Jamie was Darnell "Boss Man" McGee, 
a lanky, Jheri<urled mack six years her senior. She was a 13-year-old virgin when 
they met. They had two children together. 

Between 1992 and 1997, health officials in St. Louis, Missouri and neighbor- 
ing East St. Louis, Illinois knew McGee was infected with HIV and that he was 
exposing others to it. But they didn't warn the public, and no one stopped him. 
Boss Man slept with more than 100 women-reportedly fathering 14 children- 
without telling them he was HIV-positive. At least 30 of these women have tested 
positive for the virus. In McGee, authorities have had to confront their own lat- 




ter-day "Patient Zero" (a name for the infamous 
flight attendant Gaetan Dugas, credited with bring- 
ing AIDS to the United States from abroad). The 
McGee case, which represents one of the world's 
largest documented HIV clusters ever linked to a 
single person, raises troubling questions about pub- 
lic health and individual accountability. 

Boss Man's exploits sound eerily similar to those 
of Nushawn Williams in Chautauqua County, New 
York. Like McGee, he's an alleged drug dealer 
accused of infecting young girls with HIV. How- 
ever, Williams had sex with white women in a rur- 
al community. East St. Louis, unlike Chautauqua, 
is virtually all African-American, and poor. 
Today, Nushawn Williams sits in a Rikers Island 
jail cell, awaiting trial on drug charges. McGee, on the other hand, is free ftom 
police custody. He will never face charges of statutory rape for seducing under- 
age girls, and he will never be a father to his reputed 14 kids-because he's dead. 
As he sat in the driver's seat on the aftemoon ofjanuary 15, 1997, someone reached 
through the driver's side window and fired a .45-caliber slug into his chest. 



T 



wo days after her daughter tested HFV-posiuve, Cynthia Gooden confronted 
the man who destroyed her family's life. While washing dishes one aftemoon, 
she was brought to the front porch by an unexpected ring at the door. It was 
Boss Man. 

"I come to see my babies," he said. 

"You ain't got no babies here," Mrs. Gooden recalls saying. 

"Yes I do" was McGee's quick reply. 

"No you don't," Mrs. Gooden said. "All the Pampers, I buy. All the formu- 
las, I buy. All the clothes, I buy. You don't have no babies here. I take care of all 
the responsibilities, and I wish you'd leave." 

"I ain't goin' nowhere." 
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• Boss Man was polite, sofl-spok 
says Jamie Gooden (seated cent 
who now has AIDS. 'You wouldn' 




Mrs. Gooden calmly walked back inside and called 
the police. Then she went for her pearl-handled .22, 
and he backed down oft the porch steps. 

"You called the cops, but I'm goin' to be back," 
McGee said, laughing. 

Barely able to control her rage, Gooden yelled, 
"You infected my daughter!" 

She says she'll never forget Boss Man's response: 
'I know 1 did, but you know something? Somebody 
give it to me. Wlien I leave, I'm taking some people 
with me." 

Mrs. Gooden is sitting in her wood-paneled living 
room. A sluggish fan whirs overhead. "He taunted 
me," she continues, puffing on a cigarette. "I start- 
ed to shoot at him. At that moment, there was 
enough hate in my heart to kill him." She looks over 
at Jamie, who's perched silently on an overstuffed 
sofa, wearing a loose T-shirt and a crown of hair 
curlers. "Jamie's never been angry at him," says Mrs. 
Gooden, who has one daughter at law school in Iowa 
and another who's a veteran of Desert Storm. "The 
anger belongs to me." 

The once rebellious young Jamie is now a weary 
woman face-to-face with her own mortality. For any- 
one suffering an affliction of the immune system, T- 
cells mean everything. A healthy person's T-cell count 
ranges between 500 and 1600; Jamie's has been under 
200 since last March, making her an easy target for 
disease. Despite a regimen of AZT and protease 
inhibitors-the so<alled AIDS cocktail, which isn't 
always effective-she's lost 35 pounds, been hospi- 
talized for pneumonia, and endured various infec- 
tions. She currently suffers from lesions, diminish- 
ing eyesight, fatigue, and sleeplessness. 

"To know him, you wouldn't think he would do 
anything like this," Jamie says of Boss Man, looking 
toward the floor. "He was polite, soft-spoken. The 'yes 
ma'am, no ma'am' type." 

Jamie first encountered McGee at Martin Luther 
Kingjr. Junior High, where she was a classmate of his 
niece Benita Suggs. He would pick the two girls up 



"latartedtoshootat 

Nm," says Mrs. Gooden. 
"There was enough hate 
in my heart to kill him." 



at the bus stop and drive them to school. "Boss Man 
was my first, " she admits. "I thought it was love. We'd 
had protected sex a couple of times, but most of the 
time it wasn't. After I found out about the other girls, 
I left him alone. I didn't call him, and he didn't call 
me." By the time they stopped talking, she was already 
pregnant with his second child. 

At the turn of the century, East St. Louis was the 
"city of champions," with the second-largest rail- 
road center in the nation. Despite an infamous 
race riot in 1917-when blacks who'd come north seek- 
ing employment crossed a white factory picket line- 
it grew into a booming industrial center with an even 
mix of blacks and whites. Miles Davis, dancer Kather- 
ine Dunham, and Olympian Jackie Joyner-Kersee 
were all raised there. 

By the 1980s, though, the 
good times were over. The rail- 
road was gone and major 
employers like McDonnell- 
Douglas and Monsanto were 
laying off workers by the dozens. 
Drugs and crime were on the rise 
as the city deteriorated. During 
one four-year stretch, citizens 
dumped trash along the banks 
of the Mississippi because the 
city had no funds for a full-time 
sanitation department. In 1986, 
East St. Louis lost a police bru- 
tality suit and was forced to hand 
over the City Hall building to a 
private citizen. Four years lat- 
er, 60 Minutes brought the 
town's plight to the nation's 
attention, asking if East St. 
Louis could be saved. 

The 1991 election of Mayor 
Gordon Bush and the legaliza- 
tion of gambling pulled the city 



back from the brink. The new mayor brought casinos 
to East St. Louis. New jobs and housing developments 
eased some of the hardship, but still two thirds of the 
40,000 residents are on some form of public assistance, 
and the unemployment rate is almost nine percent. 

If St. Louis, which sits just across the Mississippi 
in Missouri, is the shining Metropolis, then East St. 
Louis is its fractured reflection: 28 square miles of 
abandoned factories and neighborhoods studded 
with barren lots and derelict homes, a place where 
kids from across the river come to hit strip clubs and 
bars that stay open past 3 a.m. It was in this milieu 
that Darnell "Boss Man" McGee was raised. 

Lillian McGee's home stands just ofl^State Street 
on a dead-end gravel road rutted with potholes. A No 
Trespassing placard warns off the stream of reporters, 
young women, and concemed parents who've ven- 
tured here since her son Darnell's death. A loose strip 
of yellow police tape dangles from the porch banis- 
ter of the weathered clapboard house. Parishioners at 
the Reformation Church of God in Christ Congre- 
gation know her as Mother McGee, but as the parent 
of 21 children, grandmother of 108, and great-grand- 
mother of 110, she already heads a sizable congrega- 
tion of her own. Eight of her kids-including her 
youngest, Damell-and one grandson have died. Since 
Darnell's death, Mrs. McGee has had two heart 
attacks, which she attributes to stress. 

The 21st child ofjohn and Lillian McGee, Darnell 
was bom on October 13, 1969, in Centreville, Illinois. 
The couple had come from Memphis, where John, a 
disabled vet, worked as a truck driver. Lillian was 
briefly employed at the local electric company before 
quitting to raise their children. Darnell was given his 
nickname by his father. Peering into his crib one day, 
Mr. McGee smiled at the giggling child and said, 
"You're the Boss Man. You'll be the boss of the house 
when I'm out." 

His mother remembers Darnell as a sweet, doring 
child who loved his cereal but didn't learn as quick- 
ly as many of his peers. When he was six years old, 
he suffered a head injury after being knocked down 
by a rolling tire, resulting in epilepsy. Darnell was an 
unruly student who dropped out of a special-ed 
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school in eighth grade. But his problems at home were even worse. The 
family moved six times in as many years. In 1984, when Darnell was 15, 
an argument erupted between his father and a brother-in-law one Sun- 
day afternoon. A gun was pulled and John McGee fell from a shot to the 
stomach. Boss Man watched his father die in his mother's arms. 

"You could see the change in Darnell when he reached puberty by 
the crowd he started hanging out with," recalls Alandra Byrd, who lived 
two blocks away from relatives of his. "They were the gangstas, the rough 
crowd. For those of us who knew them, though, they were still the guys 
from the neighborhood." 

From this point onward, Darnell McGee's true character became some- 
thing of a mystery-as if he were different things to different people. He was 
epileptic, but no one can remember his having a seizure. He supposedly 
dealt drugs, but people can't recall when or to whom. He was diagnosed 
with AIDS, but because he didn't look sick, folks believed he was fine. One 
thing everybody agrees on: The man could skate. 

McGee spent lots of time at the local roller rink, Skate King. In the 
long cinderblock building by the railroad tracks, he could escape his hard- 
core reality and do whatever he wanted: mind-boggling flips, spins, and 
backward moves that dazzled onlookers. He was good enough to give lessons 
and to pull in girls. 

In a short time. Boss Man developed a rep as a womanizer. The skinny 
six-footer wasn't terribly good looking, but the ladies said he was well hung. 
He sported the tattooed names of two girls-Tasha and Bakeda-on his right 
arm. His pager was always blowing up. "I never saw him with less than a 
thousand dollars," said one girlfriend. Appearance was everything. The 
nails were kept manicured, and the Jheri-curls freshly dipped. The pants 
were always creased, and McGee never seemed to wear the same outfit twice. 
Boss Man had flash and charm in a town in desperate want of both. 

"Boss Man was a 'wimp-pimp,' " explains one friend from the Boy's 
Club, who asked not to be identified. "He had no heart. Crack came down 
in the '80s and blew up. Anybody could become the Man. Darnell went 
over to St. Louis, got some gold in his mouth, clothes, and cars. Then he 
came back a big man. 

"You got plenty of kids in East St. Louis who can't count or read, but 
they can count out fives, tens, and twenties," the friend continues. "See, 
Boss Man used sweets [drugs] to get women. If a gal don't respond to your 
rap, you can always go back to the rock to get her. What do you expect from 
a thirteen, fourteen year old?" 

"I was just young and stupid," says one former girlfriend of Boss Man's, 
who asked not to be identified. She and her eight-year-old daughter by 
McGee have both tested negative for the virus. "People are asking, 'How 
did all these girls get hooked up with the Boss Man?' But you can't say, 
'They shoulda known better.' Nobody knows the things he told [us] unless 
they been with him. He'd promise to buy you something after showing it 
to you. He'd let you drive his car-a Cadillac, Buick, or Oldsmobile. Boss 
Man made you feel like you were the world." 

Mrs. Gooden had heard of Boss Man long before she faced off against 
him. "I used to see him at the convenience store up the street, in his 
sports car with all these little girls around," she says. "He'd drive around 
the neighborhood going round and round the block. I remember thinking. 
He must be looking for somebody's child. Little did I know it was mine." 

After learning in early 1990 that Jamie was pregnant by McGee, Mrs. 
Gooden went to the East St. Louis police for help. She told them that she 
wanted Boss Man arrested for statutory rape and taken off the streets. "I 
spoke with the chief of detecrives, Lester Anderson, another detecrive named 
Ron Matthews, and a juvenile officer, Gregory Cox," she recounts. "I 
explained the situation and asked. What can you do? Anderson told me, 
'Nothing. This man sells drugs and snitches for the police department.' 
Then he told me and my husband that if we took it over his head that they 
would deny everything." 

All three officers deny ever having such a conversation, insisting they 
never had contact with Boss Man. "I seen (him) around," admits Gregory 
Cox, now chief of police in neighboring Alorton, Illinois. "He never worked 
for us, not that I know of That's the honest-to-God truth." East St. Louis 
police chief Isadore Chambers adds: "We only dealt with [McGee] in terms 
of a few minor traffic violations." 

On the other side of the Mississippi River, in St. Louis, police spokes- 



IT TAKES TWO 



After seeing how brothaman Darnell 
McGee went out, I don't know why I 
wanna play myself by admitting this, 
but I may have exposed others to HIV 
Ifter knowing my status. I accept 
responsibility, partly, for my deeds. But 
before bitter tricks run for their guns, I 
should explain. 

To hear the story of Boss Man McGee, 
you'd think folks with HIV lurk in play- 
grounds or dark alleys waiting to spring 
upon some unsuspecting poo-nanee. . . 

Hold up, you interrupt, / ain 't stupid 
enough to think that everybody with HIV 
is like that. Right. After all. Magic John- 
son is an HIV-positive role model — sort 
of. And my man Eazy E. . well, I won't go 
there. Again you interrupt: Boss Man and 
ill mothaftjckas like him are the exception 
and not the nile. That may be true. But it's 
worse to separate in our minds HIV sin- 
ners from saints: those deserving of pun- 
ishment or reward. Life ain't so simple. 
Speaking to churches and youth groups 
atx5ut HIV has earned me angel's wings — 
but let me tell you of my sins. 

When I was diagnosed eight years 
ago, I was devastated. But that didn't 
change my weekend mission. Sex was 
neither an act of naivete nor revenge. It 
continued to t)e a means of pleasurable 
release. Disclosure and negotiation, how- 
ever, were unfamiliar and uncomfortable. 
Besides, I wasn't eager to be associated 
with a reviled population wholly despised 
by society. Avoiding the truth was easy 
enough because, when it came time to 
throw down, no one ever asked about 
HIV. And, if none was handy, no one 
requested a condom. 

That's one reason why current and 
proposed laws criminalizing HIV have me 
shook. The notion of jilted ex-lovers sud- 
denly being empowered to prosecute me 
for thoughtless behavior without assum- 
ing any blame themselves seems lop- 
sided. In Louisiana. I can get ten years in 
prison for having sex without disclosing 
my HIV status — even if my partner is nev- 
er actually infected. Congress is now con- 
sidering a bill that invokes the death 
penalty for intentional transmission of the 
virus. Damn. That's crazy heat being 
handed my way for participating in a con- 
sensual — albeit irresponsible — sex act. 
All of a sudden I'm in possession of a 
loaded weapon that could get me locked 
down faster than I can say H-l-V. 

The selective application of these 
laws to African-Americans, particularly 
males, has become painfully obvious. 
How else would you explain the case of 
Nushawn Williams, a twenty-one-year- 
old Brooklynite who could face life in 
prison for infecting ten women with HIV 



in Jamestown. New York? Williams was 
described as an "AIDS assassin" on 
Geraldo. and the Toronto Sun called him 
a "lethal lothario...on a sexual ram- 
page." Sixteen years into the AIDS epi- 
demic — and only two years since blacks 
surpassed whites in the overall number 
of AIDS cases — bet Williams is the first 
person in New York to face prosecution 
for such a crime. That's hard to believe — 
and Williams isn't the only example. The 
injustice makes me wanna holler 

If I spread the vims, I'm partly to blame 
because I knew what I was doing — but 
so did my partner. It may not have tjeen 
apparent that they were getting screwed 
by a virus-transmitting 'hoodrat, but the 
Centers for Disease Control (CDC) spent 
millions on AIDS propaganda to make 
sure they knew it was a possibility. 

These days I let ya know right up 
front that I'm HIV-positive, but it took 
me several years even to admit that to 
myself. The psychology of dealing with 
HIV is a mindfuck that's often worse 
than the disease. We all wish we could 
forget about HIV. It's why the sex part- 
ners I may have exposed never asked if 
I had it, and why I never told. It's why the 
news media virtually celebrated 
McGee's death and why the hip hop 
community exalts Tupac and Biggie but 
never mutters a word about Eazy-E. 
(Okay, I had to go there.) 

According to CDC, by the turn of the 
century, half of all U.S. residents diag- 
nosed with the virus will be African- 
American. Instead of focusing on blame 
and punishment, it's time to answer the 
real questions: Why are so many young 
people willing to engage in unprotected 
sex? Why did a recent study report that 
blacks were three times as likely not to 
disclose their HIV-positive status as 
whites and Latinos? Why have so many 
recent efforts to combat the epidemic 
focused on turning patients into crimi- 
nals? Imprisonment is not treatment. 
Prosecution is not prevention. Criminal- 
ization is not a cure. 

HIV robs people of all kinds of things, 
but the hardest to take for most of us is 
the constant assault on our integrity and 
dignity. AIDS is not a criminal act; it is a 
disease and should be treated accord- 
ingly. Imprisoning infected individuals 
doesn't halt the possibility of transmis- 
sion: it simply transfers the risk to anoth- 
er population. Shifting all responsibility 
for prevention to people who are HIV- 
positive allows HIV-negatives (for the 
moment) to feel in control — without 
assuming personal responsibility. 

Assume nothing. Trust no one. 
Protect yourself. 
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"Why don't they le£ 
them people that g 



men say Boss Man had a few 
misdemeanors on his record. 
In June 1996, his name came up 
in connection with the stran- 
gling death of a 14-year-old girl 
named Tasha Hennings. Her 
decomposing body was found 
in a condemned house in 
north St. Louis. Police officers 
discovered a phone book con- 
taining Boss Man's name 
among her effects. When 
brought in for questioning, he 
admitted to being one of the 
last people to see her but passed 
a polygraph test regarding the 
homicide. On June 12, Hen- 
nings's stepfather, Willie J. 
Crenshaw, was charged with 
the murder. 



In 1992, Boss Man went to the 
health clinic in Downtown 
St. Louis to be tested for syphilis. His blood was 
also screened for HIV antibodies— and both tests came 
back positive. Had he been a Missouri resident, his 
name would have been kept in an official database 
and his partners notified. But because he was from 
East St. Louis, the Missouri Department of Health 




ney for the Lambda Legal Defense and Education 
Fund, complaints were made to the Illinois state attor- 
ney's office, charging that McGee was engaging in 
"nonconsensual sex" (which could mean either rape 
or sex with minors). "This raises the question why 
those complaints were not followed up," says Sawyer. 



behavior. In turn, he would 
have been investigated and 
charged with criminal trans- 
mission of an STD. However, 
in Illinois AIDS is not treated 
the same as an STD-an AIDS 
confidentiality act expressly 
limits state employees from dis- 
closing any information about 
people who test positive for 
HIV. Illinois health workers 
would have been required to 
report McGee to the authorities 
if he had syphilis, but because 
he had AIDS, they couldn't. 

"It's obvious the laws were 
written with a view to more tra- 
ditional STDs," admits Chet 
Kelly, administrator of the 
HIV/AIDS Section at the Illi- 
nois Department of Public 
Health. "The laws [for STDs 
and AIDS] are contradictory 
and can be interpreted differently." Still, it seems 
absurd that McGee was allowed to continue infect- 
ing women five years after his diagnosis, in a com- 
munity where his exploits were well known on the 
street. "Somewhere along the line, the ball was 
dropped," admits one official at the St. Louis Health 



"YOU CAN'T SAY. 'THEY SHOULDA KNOWN BETTER.' NOBODY KNOWS THE THINGS BOSS 
NAN TOLD US. HE'D LET YOU DRIVE HIS CAB, SOHETIMES IT WAS A CADILLAC, BUICK, 
OR AN OLDSMOBILE. BOSS MAN MADE YDU FEEL LIKE YOU WERE THE WORLD." 



followed procedure and passed his name to its coun- 
terpart in Springfield, Illinois. Officials in Springfield 
were responsible fornotifyingworkers atthe East Side 
Health District in East St. Louis about McGee's status. 

Illinois health officials say they're legally prohib- 
ited from speaking about the details of McGee's case, 
but according to sources at the East Side Health Dis- 
trict, they did attempt to contact Boss Man to offer 
counseling and get information about his sex partners. 
But they never found him. Meanwhile, he continued 
picking up girls at corner convenience 
stores and skating rinks-and kept bedding 
them without using protection or reveal- 
ing his condition. 

When 15-year-old Jamie Gooden 
showed up at East Side Health District 
for her HIV test in 1992, she named Boss 
Man as the father of her children and the 
man who had infected her. Since Jamie 
was a minor. Boss Man could have been 
arrested for statutory rape. If after testing 
HIV-positive, he had had sex with Jamie 
or anyone else, he would also be guilty 
under state law of a felony for criminal 
transmission of AIDS. 

Between 1991 and 1996, at least four 
other giris who tested positive for HIV in 
St. Louis named Boss Man as their source 
of infection. In each case, Missouri offi- 
cials referred the information to the Illi- 
nois Health Department. According to 
Heather Sawyer, a Chicago-based attor- 



"They could have gone after him for statutory rape; 
they didn't need a specific criminal transmissions 
statute." In any case, he wasn't arrested. 

Had McGee been infecting women in Missouri, 
he probably would have been shut down even if they 
didn't get him for statutory rape. In Missouri-where 
the laws governing AIDS are the same as those gov- 
erning syphilis or any other sexually transmitted dis- 
ease (STD)— public health officials would have been 
obligated to notify law enforcement about Boss Man's 




Department. "Things broke down." 

"People kept saying he was infected, but nobody 
believed it because he didn't look ill," says Dana 
Williams, an outreach specialist for women of color 
at Metro AIDS, a St. Louis support group. Williams 
personally encountered some of Boss Man's infect- 
ed sex partners. "The rumors went in one ear and out 
the other," she says. "Not one of the women whom 1 
talked with asked him to use a condom. It's what I call 
the Nike Syndrome. People have the mentality where 
they 'just do it' and don't talk about it." 

Lillian McGee recalls being visited 
by workers from the East Side Health 
District, but says she didn't know that 
her son was HIV-positive. "Darnell told 
me, 'Momma, I don't know why these 
people keep coming round here,' " she 
recalls. "He kept saying, 'Do I look sick?' 
[Finally,] I went to the East Side health 
department to find out why, if they knew 
my child had this disease, they did not 
let me know it," she says, shaking her 
head. "They couldn't tell me about it, 
but they could just go on and let him 
spread this disease?" 

In October 1996, the cracks in Boss 
Man's world began to show. A man named 
Tavon Upton, 20, shot him in the back 
after an argument at the Belleville, Illinois 
home of Upton's sister, Tonya "Pepper" 
Thompson. She was a former girlfriend 
of McGee's and the mother of one of his 
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children. (She later tested negative for HIV.) 

Early in January 1997, officials from the East Side 
Health District tried to contact McGee about ben- 
efits he was eligible to receive as an AI DS patient. 
He avoided meeting with them, still insisting to his 
mother that he wasn't sick. But since his release from 
the hospital, the virus had begun to take its toll. Rel- 
atives and friends describe weight loss and a drawn 
look that were exacerbated by the colostomy bag 
McGee wore for a while after the shooting. 

Minnie Jones saw her brother alive for the last time 
onjanuary 14. "He was happy as usual," she recalls. 
"He was at my mom's house, fixin' a radio. He said he 
was going skating." McGee did go skating that night- 
and had sex with a woman he'd known since he was a 
teenager, who would test negative several weeks lat- 
er. (One test, however, is no giurantee of future health, 



cocaine-fiieling rumors that he had been selling fake 
drugs.) "But then," adds the lieutenant, who had ques- 
tioned Boss Man about the death ofTasha Hennings, 
"it became a possible revenge morive." The list of sus- 
pects was as long as Boss Man's address book. 

Seven months after McGee's death, the police 
finally got a break in the investigation. Acting on an 
informant's tip, St. Louis detectives located the girl 
who'd paged Boss Man the day he died, as well as the 
alleged shooter, Montrell Worthy. A small-time thief 
and drug dealer. Worthy was staying at a halfway house 
when he was caught. He confessed to the murder, which 
he described as a botched robbery attempt. But lat- 
er Worthy tried to recant, telling a local newspaper 
that police had tricked him and that McGee had 
indeed been killed by someone seeking vengeance. 
Worthy now sits in a St. Louis jail awaiting trial on 
attempted robbery and homicide charges. Wlioever 



Jamie and her sons search for Boss Man at Sunset Gardens of Memory. 




"YOU KNOW SOMETHING? SOMEBODY GIVE IT TO ME. 
WHEN I LEAVE, I'M TAKING SOME PEOPLE WITH ME." 



as the virus may not be detectable for up to a year.) 

At approximately 4:30 p.m. the next day. Boss 
Man drove to north St. Louis. He'd been paged by 
a 15-year-old girl he met earlier in the morning. 
According to police, witnesses saw a girl exit McGee's 
car moments after stopping. Then a short, husky fig- 
ure in a hooded outfit emerged from an alleyway. 
Walking up to the driver's side window, he held out 
a handgun and reached into the car as if to take some- 
thing from McGee. A shot rang out, and Boss Man 
was dead. 

"When the issue of AIDS came up, that changed 
the flavor of the whole case," says Lt. Ronald Hen- 
derson of the St. Louis PD, the officer in charge of 
McGee's murder investigation. "At first, it appeared 
to be a straight-up robbery," he says, although Boss 
Man's wallet was still in his back pocket. (McGee was 
also carrying a chunk of wax shaped to look like crack 



killed Boss Man, for whatever reason, was ultimate- 
ly powerless to stop the chain of infection he'd set 
into motion. 

At noon on January 24, services were held for 
McGee at the Officer Funeral Home in East St. 
Louis. The Goodens attended with Jamie's two 
sons by Boss Man-Terriyon, eight, and Anthony, six. 
"It was a bunch of people, girls of all races," recalls 
Mrs. Gooden. "We walked the kids up to the coffin. 
It was a lot of 'em lying on top of it, cryin' all over the 
place. It really was a show. [Darnell] was in a white 
shirt and green suit-pressed as usual." 

"I can't even say what I felt that night," saysjamie 
Gooden. "All of his girlfriends were there. And it 
wasn't even shocking." 

Two months after the funeral, on March 27, the 
East Si. Louis Monitor ran the headline AIDS SCARE 



PROMPTS WARNING. The East Side Health District 
and St. Louis public health department were looking 
for anyone who'd had sexual contact with McGee. 
The story of a "sexual predator" infecting underage 
girls soon became a hot item on television and radio. 
Angry parents, frightened women-and men who'd 
slept with those women-began streaming into health 
departments and clinics to be tested. 

In the wake of the Boss Man tragedy, Illinois is con- 
sidering plans to mandate confidential, name-based, 
HIV reporting-and harsher criminal transmission 
statutes. But such plans have met with criticism. "No 
law is going to be able to stop certain rogue persons 
from placing others at risk," says Lambda's Heather 
Sawyer. "What we really want to do is educate peo- 
ple to prevent this Ififore it happens." 

Despite the impact of Darnell McGee's case on 
the communities of East St. Louis and St. Louis, some 
feel that little has changed. "Folks still out here doin' 
it without any protection," says Montell Donald, a 
childhood friend of McGee's. "They ain't learned 
nothin' from Boss Man. You got folks out here with 
the package (AIDS] who don't care who they with. 
Brothers got an attitude that they can't get sick." 

"African-Americans do know how HIV is trans- 
mitted, but they're not translating that knowledge 
into appropriate behaviors," says Paul Kawata of the 
National Minority AIDS Council in Washington, 
D.C. "You have to believe your life is worth saving in 
order to ask your partner about STDs. We've got to 
talk about things we're not comfortable talking about, 
or our children are going to die." 

Shortly before Christmas, Jamie Gooden walks 
between the grave markers at Sunset Gardens of 
Memory in Millstadt, Illinois. Her three sons (all 
of whom have tested negative for HIV several times) 
walk with her. Sunset Gardens is a place she knows 
well. Her grandmother was buried here two years ago; 
her step-sister last winter. But today is the first time 
she's looked for the grave of Darnell McGee since he 
died 11 months earlier. Freezing powder coats the 
nameplates, forcing her to bend down and wipe off 
each one every few steps. 

"It's too cold out here," moans six-year-old Antho- 
ny, who most resembles his father. Boss Man. "When 
we gonna leave?" The other two boys, Terriyon, and 
Traveon, five, run around an icy patch of ground sev- 
eral yards away. 

"Soon," she says with a smile, reaching down to 
take his hand. 

Jamie still lacks the courage to tell her kids what's 
happening, even as her condition worsens and her 
troubles multiply. Seven months after she found out 
she was HFV-positive.Jamie met Wayne Fields, a local 
minister's son, whom she eventually married. She 
passed the virus onto him. She says she told him she 
was HIV-positive, but will not say if it was before or 
after they began having sex. Wayne— who recently 
spent time in jail for assaultingjamie— has since devel- 
oped fiill-blown AIDS. 

Unable to find Darnell's grave marker, Jamie tells 
her boys to head back toward the parking lot. 

"Half the time I think about things like. My kids 
are gonna do this or they're gonna do that," says 
Jamie in a quiet voice. "It's like when good things 
happen, I don't even think about them. And, when 
bad things happen, it's. Oh well, I ain't got long to 
live anyway." □ 
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FORTY YEARS AFTER THEY HELPED INVENT THE HOTOWN SOUND, THE STELLAR SONGWRITING TRIO 
KNOWN AS HOLLAND-DOZIER-HOLLAND ARE STILL FIGHTING FOR THEIR PIECE OF THE PIE. (RUT 
THEIR REVOLUTIONARY NEW $30 HILLION DEAL NAY HELP EASE THE PAIN.) iUHlieHmm 
WITH THE GENIUSES WHO PUT THE FOUR TOPS ON TOP AND MADE HISS ROSS THE DIVA SUPREME 



I 



t's easy to forget that Holland-Dozier-Holland are 
three actual living, breathing human beings. With 
their unprecedented run of hits at Motown— writ- 
ing and producing 27 Top 10 songs between 1963 and 
1967-they became a brand name as established as 
Ford or Xerox. Yet, as they gather round the dining 
table at Laraont Dozier's rambling house in Enci- 
no, California for a chicken and salmon lunch cooked 
up by Dozier himself, the men behind compositions 
like "Stop! In the Name oaove" and "Reach Out I'll 
Be There" come across more as three retired profes- 
sors than as a music-making machine with more than 
400 songs to its credit. 

In conversation, the trio-who will forever be 
known as a single hyphenated entity-immediately 
fall into the roles that have made them one of the 
most successful songwriting teams in history. Eddie 
Holland, who wrote the bulk of the lyrics for their 
immortal hits, takes control verbally, setting the dis- 
cussion's tone and pace. His brother Brian, the 
melody man, mostly stays silent, adding occasional 
well-placed grace notes. And Dozier, who helped on 
both ends of the process, fills in with detail and 
emphasis, fleshing out their remarkable story. 



Nineteen ninety-eight has been a banner year 
for H-D-H. They won a prestigious Trustees Award 
for lifetime achievement by nonperformers at the 
Grammys, started work on an ambitious full-length 
musical that represents their first collaboration in 
years, and recently completed a landmark $30 mil- 
lion deal selling bonds against their future royalties, 
which made them rich beyond their wildest dreams. 
But despite such continued triumphs, they remain 
frustrated by a 30-year battle with the legendary label 
they helped bring to the top. 

"There were good times at Motown with Berry 
Gordy," says Eddie, the oldest of the three at 58, "but 
it boils down to someone doing something that is 
incorrect, and you want them to rectify it as much as 
possible." At issue are royalty rates and what the song- 
writers maintain are unsatisfactory accounting prac- 
tices by Motown that date back to the formation of 
the company. 

"When people fail to realize that you're a human 
being," says the straight-shooting Dozier, 57, still 
dressed in a T-shirt and sweats from his morning work- 
out, "and that you can think for yourself and there 
are certain things you will not stand for, when you've 



done all this work, been in the studio seventeen, eigh- 
teen hours a day building something and then been 
disrespected and spit on.... It may sound like I'm 
pissed-because I am. After all those years being treat- 
ed like second<lass citizens and being shortchanged, 
you feel like all you did was in vain." 

The rift between H-D-H and Gordy is more emo- 
tional than most business conflicts because the 
Detroit natives have ries to Motown that go back 
to the label's earliest days— and even before. In the 
late 1950s, Dozier was just out of high school when 
he recorded and wrote for Gordy's sister" s label, Anna 
Records, while Eddie Holland started collaborating 
with Gordy when he was writing songs for the great 
Jackie Wilson. Eddie eventually scored a hit himself 
on the fledgling Motown with "Jamie" before it 
dawned on him that he didn't really like performing. 
By then, he'd introduced his mild-mannered song- 
writing brother, Brian, who in 1961 (with his partner 
Robert Bateman) produced Motown's first No. l, the 
Marvelettes' "Please Mr. Postman." 

After Bateman decided to move on and Anna 
Records folded, Dozier approached Brian Holland 
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THEY WRITE THE SONGS 

Brian Holland, Lamont Dozier, Eddie Holland 



to try to work together. Observing that the pair were 
cranking out melody after melody but struggling to 
keep up with the lyrics, Eddie came in "to try to take 
off the slack," says Dozier. Their first collaboration 
as a threesome was Martha & the Vandella's "Come 
and Get These Memories,' which climbed to No. 6 
mBAaiihfsRftB'diait m 1963. 1 temembaBeny 
came into the studio," says Doae^ "and he said [mi- 
M^MgSmy 'jr jjatosly ««»«], 'Who did ifa^ 
the most creative thing I've heaid in a long time!' 
From diere it just grew." 

Athree-mansongwiitingteamishiidlyastandaid 
configuration, but H-D-H say the structure instant- 
ly made sense. "Itbee.inie like an assembly line," says 
Brian, 57. "Just do this, do this, do this, and it all came 
together." The chemistry was undeniable too: "Most 
people can't even get along with their brother," says 
Eddie, "let alone bring in a third party, but in these 
thirty-odd years, we have never, ever, had a serious 
fight." Working on music and lyrics separately enabled 
them to stay ahead of Motown's ultracompetitive 
demand for a constant flow of singles. Three was 
indeed the magic nimiber. "As songwriters, Holland- 
Dozie^Holland reached a level that those of us who 
write one day hope to achieve," says Babyface, the 
most obvious heir to H-D-H's platinum legacy. 
Tliey've written hit after hit-dassicswiiidi appeal to 
•11 gmeraticHU and «diicfa will remain fbiever." 

The essential ekmenis ^ chancteiized an H-D- 
H hit were in place from the start: a driving, gospel- 



work habits. "Brian worked better when he was hap- 
py," he recalls with a chuckle, "and Lamont was more 
prolific when he was unhappy about some girl or 
something like that." Dozier, in turn, says that much 
of his inspiration came from listening to women pour 
out their hearts in his grandmother's beauty, shop. 

E the finest ofMotown'svocalists weren't ahnys 
pared for die challenges H-D-H threw at dtem. 
jctdngenhadproblems with the melodies that 
Brian and Lamont came up with," says Eddie, pour- 
inganotberglass of lemonade. "Thqr weren't used 
to the chords and the rhythm pattern's we were using." 
He recills the difficulties that the Four Tops' Levi 
Stubbs had with "Baby 1 Need Your Loving" and sim- 
ilar struggles with the likes of Ronald Isley and Chudc 
Jackson. And then there was Marvin Gaye. 

"He was always squawking!" says Dozier. "You had 
to love Marvin-he was like a spoiled child. But he 
was always bickering about 'You got these damn keys 
too high! Shit, I'm a balladeer, and you got me scream- 
ing!" When he was doing 'Can I Get a Witness,' he 
was pouting and cussing us out. But when he went in 
and did it... man." 

If Holland-Dozier-Holland's compositions were 
deceptively tricky, their genius became evident when 
Brian and Dozier put on their producers' hats. From 
the elaborate ordiestrations and textund shifb of 
"Reach Out I'll Be There" to such homegrown toucfa- 
esasstompingon plywood two-by-fours for "Where 



meeting they had to decide whether to present "Baby 
Love," "You Keep Me Hangin' On," or "You Can't 
Hurry Love." 

Often, Brian and Dozier would show up at 
Motown's Hitsville studio with nothing but chord 
sheets. Hie anangementt existed only in their heads, 
which sometimes led to coniiision aikd fiiction with 
musicians, singers— even with Eddie, who says he 
often had no idea what his lyrics would come out 
sounding like. But as long as they kept cranking out 
hits, one key penon supported their experiments. 
"One thing about Berry Gordy," says Eddie, "he had 
enough insight and ability to say, 'Well, I've never 
heard anything like it.' He always enjoyed things on 
the cutting edge because being a writer and produc- 
er is always what his heart was about." 

As supportive as Gordy was of their artistry, 
though, tension soon began to escalate between him 
and Eddie, H-D-H's business spokesman. "Berry 
thought 1 was greedy or overly aggressive, to say the 
least," says Eddie. "He thought 1 was never going to 
be satisfied; but it wasn't that. Whatever we had com- 
ing, that's what I wanted. Years ago, I told him, I'm 
not ever asking you to give me anything-just don't 
stand in the way of me making it." 

Eddie and Brian were promoted to head of A&R 
and director of quality control, respecrively.but then 
Brian felt that Gordy backed out of a promise of 
Motown stodc, and Eddie and Gordy began fight- 
ing again. They aigued overroyalty rates. Eddie asked 



"YOU HAD TO LOVE MARVIN GAYE-HE WAS LIKE A SPOILED CHILD. DUT HE 
WAS ALWAYS DICKERING ADOUT 'YOU GOT THESE DAHN KEYS TOO HIGH! 
I'M A DALLADEER AND YOU GOT ME SCREAMING!' WHEN HE WAS DOING 'CAN I 
GET A WITNESS.' HE WAS CUSSING US OUT. BUT WHEN HE DID \LMH: 



derived four-on-the-floor beat; unpredictable, jazzy 
chord changes; and simple, straightforward lyrics built 
roimd a conversational tide phrase. Martha & the Van- 
dellas' ecstatic "(Love Is Like a) Heat Wave" and apoc- 
alyptic"Nowhere to Run," and Marvin Gayc's pound- 
ing, soaring "Can I Get a Witness" and "Baby Don't 
You Do It" typify the first wave of H-D-H classics. 
Although the lyrics have sometimes been criticized as 
generic, there was an undercurrent of emotional ten- 

Where Smcdgey Robinson was writing epic si^ 
of love's bliss and torment and Norm an Whitfidd 
was dehfing into edgier^ more ejqperimental subjects 
and scmg structures, H-D-H would return over and 
over to a sifigje theme: strength and defiance in fiie 
&ce ofheartbreak. "Set me free, why don't you, babe / 
Get out of my life, why don't you, babc"-they wrote 
in 1966-" 'Cause you don't really love me /%a just 
keep me hangin' on." 

As Eddie explains it, "I try to take an adult situa- 
tion and give it a teenage approach." Rubbing up 
against the insistent, upbeat rhythms and innovarive 
blendings of major and minor chords, the full effect 
of these records translated universally. "There were 
stories and feelings there that touched me," says 
ManhaReeves on the phone from Detroit. "And they 
had a gospel root that was imdeniable, and I related 
to that one hundred percent" 

Eddie attributes this resonance to his partners' 



Did Our Love Go" or rhythmically dragging tire 
chains across the studio floor for "Nowhere to Run," 
there seemed to be nothing H-D-H wouldn't try. 
"They had fun with their music," recalls Martha 
Reeves. "Every session was fiill of laughter and joy." 

If there is a single thing for which Holland-Dozi- 
er-Holland will always be remembered, however, it 
is their association with the Supremes. The group had 
released eight songs that made very little noise before 
^cutH-D-H's'Where Did Our Love Go."in 1964. 
The gills didn't much like its "bubblegiun'' feel 
(nowhere nearas ftuiky as die songs being given to 
Martha 8c the Vandelku),andmaceiebiated incident, 
Eddie NkdlandwaotedMaiy^son to sing the lead 
vocal until Brian and Dozier outvoted him, thereby 
jump-starting Diana Ross's rise to the stratosphere. 
The song became the Supremes' first No. 1 hit, fol- 
lowed by nine more No. is of sweet pop petfeoion 
over the next three years. 

Having a golden touch with the crown princesses 
of Motown gave the songwriters an enormous power 
base. "Berry was holding them up as the prima donna 
goddesses of the universe," says Eddie. "And I knew 
that whatever we did, we had to keep them going, 
we had to stay very heavy on the Supremes." They 
were pulled off artists like Gaye and the Vandellas 
to concentrate on the Supremes and the Four Tops. 
Eddie responded by driving his partners "like horses," 
and they delivered like never before-at one singles 



for a label deal tin LLD-H; Gordy refused. "Eddie's 
constant requests lor added incentives had mounted 
through the years," wrote Gordy in his 1994 autobi- 
ography, 1bBeLoved(WimetBooks)."[l)Mdaiieidy 
made] a series of generous readjustments to his com- 
pensafion package." 

In 1967, H-D-H went on a work stoppage in 
protest. Hits with their name on them continued to 
comeout-Hndudingthe Supremes' stunning "Reflec- 
tions" and Berry Gordy's finrorite Four Tops record 
*6emadette"-butt}io$e songs were already in die can. 
The threesome started talking to other record com- 
panies, but Motown slapped them with a $4 niilli(»i 
lawsuit ii»rvioltfing their conttact.°llMyooaiileinKd 
for $22 minion, with charges that included fiaud and 
conspiracy. "Instead of defending themselves against 
my lawsuit, they were th rowing up a smokescreen with 
this absurd counterattack," wrote Gordy, "portraying 
themselves and all the Motown artists as exploited 
victims held prisoner by this SvcngaH monster." 

"We're not unique as far as writers or producers or 
artists being underpaid," says Eddie as driving rain 
starts to fall outside. "But we have the financial where- 
withal and spiritual strength to fight. Not everybody 
is the type to pick up a sword and crusade. I happen 
to be one of those people, but at Motown they called 
me a troublemaker. Because I voiced opinion— not in 
a bad way or a loud way, not in a truculent or ven- 
omous way, but it was an opinion." 
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The suits dragged on for four years 
before being settled in 1972, though 
the disputes continue to this day. H- 
D-H maintain that they never for- 
mally signed a contract with Motown, 
that they weren't allowed to have 
their own lawyers, and that, in 40 
years, the label's sales have never been 
accurately determined. Gordy says 
there have been "over thirty years of 
audits that have confirmed accurate 
accounting and proper payment"; 
Eddie claims that these are all "roy- 
alty audits," matching payments with 
the label's sales statements but not 
examining the sales figures them- 
selves. "It was a dark time for artists 
in those early days of music history," 
says a Motown spokesman, who 
emphasized that the "new Motown'- 
now owned by Polygram-had noth- 
ing to do with what happened to H- 
D-H. "Luckily, artists today have 
more sophisticated representation, 
making it a more level playing field." 

This much is sure: H-D-H's depar- 
ture was the first sign of irreversible 
change at Motown. Gordy pulled 
together a team of writers known as 
the Clan with the express purpose of 
"coming up with a record on the 
Supremes that sounded so much like 
H-D-H that nobody would know the 
difference." The new aggregate cre- 
ated "Love Child" and a few other 
hits, but the breakneck standard of speed and con- 
sistency set by H-D-H couldn't be maintained. Soon 
Stevie Wonder and Marvin Gaye were clashing with 
Gordy over their wish to write and produce their 
own material. "I think a lot of our artists could have 
been more successful if they had had other writers 
besides Holland-Dozier-Holland," said Wonder in 
1973. 'They would have found their identity— and 
that's what everybody needs." The resulting inde- 
pendence made possible masterpieces such as 
Innervisions and What's Going On, but shifted 
Motown's emphasis away from finely honed in- 
house songcrafting. By 1972, when Gordy moved 
the company from Detroit to L.A., that incompa- 
rable Motown magic was dissipated forever. 

In 1969, during the middle of the lawsuits, H-D-H 
formed their own Hot Wax and Invictus labels and 
quickly knocked out another string of hits for Fre- 
da Payne ("Band of Gold"), the Honey Cone ("Want 
Ads"), and the Chairmen of the Board ("Give Me Just 
a Little More Time"), mostly recording at their own 
Detroit studio and sometimes using members of 
Funkadelic as the house band. It was an impressive 
launch, but they were unable to sustain the initial suc- 
cess, and Invictus closed down in 1974. 

Since then, the Hollands have worked with the 
likes of Michael Jackson and Diana Ross and formed 
a production company, the Holland Group. Dozi- 
er has collaborated with H-D-H fans like Eric Clap- 
ton and Phil Collins, and with younger artists includ- 
ing talented Atlantic Records newcomer Nicole 
Renee. He also just completed Reflections, the first 
of a projected four CDs of his own introspective. 




SET US FREE, WHY DON'T YOU? 
"When you've done ail this work," says Dozier, 
"and then been disrespected and spit on . . . you 
feel like all you did was in vain." 



smooth-jazz performances of H-D-H classics. 

Between commercials and soundtracks-the Four 
Tops for Velveeta cheese, the inescapable Big Chill 
phenomenon— Motown classics have become an 
ubiquitous, if degraded, presence in our culture. As 
a result, H-D-H's catalog keeps a very healthy income 
rolling in. But the group's recent bond deal is truly 
historic in the financial community. They will receive 
a reported $30 million against their future royal ties- 
essentially getting all the cash up front while still 
retaining control of their copyrights. Last year, the 
same company put together a similar deal for David 
Bowie, who cashed in for $55 million, which includ- 
ed his master recordings. H-D-H are the first to make 
such an arrangement purely as songwriters. It's a 
revolutionary idea for entertainers of all kinds-not 
usually considered the best bank risks— allowing intel- 
lectual property to function as an asset and raise 
money in a whole new way. "If you look at our cata- 
log," says Eddie, "its value has increased constandy 
through the years-it's better than gold." 

Discussing the state of songwriting today, the old 
masters reveal a decided ambivalence. They express 
admiration for the work of Babyface, R. Kelly, Jim- 
my Jam and Terry Lewis, and, perhaps more surpris- 
ingly, for hip hop (Dozier's son Beau happens to be 
an aspiring rap producer who's worked with Daz 
Dillinger and has a group called Platune that also 
includes Kahbran White, son of Earth, Wind & Fire's 
Maurice). "People are uncomfortable using the word 
'songs' with rap," says Eddie, "but it is an art form, 
and I think it's very creative." 

But they all express dismay with the uniformity 
in today's pop. "Nowadays, most of the music sounds 



so much alike," Eddie says. "A lot of it is very, very 
good, don't get me wrong, but they use the same 
beats. The singers all sing alike-they all sound like 
Stevie Wonder!" The blame, he says, lies more with 
the industry than with a lack of creative talent. "Radio 
is so controlled now that program directors are prac- 
tically producing records by saying I want my station 
to have this sound, this format. They get records with 
the same beat so they can mix one into another. So 
what do you have? You have no creativity." 

And so the trio have decided it's time to remind 
everybody how it's done. They're working on a musi- 
cal, tentatively called H-D-H: The Motor City Music 
Story. It will feature mostly new songs, with perhaps 
some of the old Motown hits mixed in. But rest 
assured, the Holland-Dozier-Holland magic seems 
to be intact. "We might not work together for years," 
says Dozier, "and within ten minutes-that spirit, that 
power— we're back in sync again. It's mind-boggling." 
Right now, he says, they're shooting for an opening 
some time next year. "I think we have something to 
say, something to pass on to other songwriters and 
producers coming up." 

That message, after almost 40 years together, boils 
down to one idea; fearlessness in art and in life. "You 
have to be willing to jump out there and take 
chances," says Dozier, reflecting on the way life used 
to be. Though they're all in their sixth decade, Hol- 
land-Dozier-Holland's Sound of Young America 
shows no signs of old age. "One thing I'm glad we had 
the opportunity to do at Motown was to try things, 
to explore," he says. "H-D-H should probably be 
credited with having more nerve than anybody else." 
Presumably, Berry Gordy would agree. □ 
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Angela Bassett slumps, shoulders hunched. Her 
eyes are shaded by the dark bill of her Spelman 
baseball cap-a wildflower refusing to bloom. On 
a day off from shooting a new science-fiction film, 
Supernova (United Artists / MGM), the actress seems 
a touch weary unwinding in a restaurant near the Los 
Angeles home she shares with her husband, actor 
Courtney Vance. She nurses a raspberry iced tea and 
chases away the waiter ("They push bread like 
cocaine," she says), dropping her reserve in small 
increments. Bassett's deep in the middle of one big 
studio movie, and she's not exactly enthusiastic about 
having to push another. How Stella Got Her Groove 
Back (Twentieth Century Fox), the adaptation of 
Terry McMillan's go-girl bestseller about a 40-year- 
old stockbroker who falls for a 20-year-old Jamaican 
with chocolate lips and velvet moves. 

Stella opens the same month the star-not a line 
creasing her face— turns 40. The only other actress 
whose aura radiates as brightly is Sharon Stone (a tal- 
ented woman whose rise nonetheless recalls George 
C. Wolfe's quip that "in Hollywood, being blond is 
considered a talent in itselP). It's been 10 years since 
Bassett left New York to break into movies and bare- 
ly made a dent. She did television (A Man CalkdHawk, 



The Cosby Shout), a few movies (Kindergarten Cop), even 
some straight-to-video (Critters 4). In the early '90s, 
her career began percolating courtesy of directors John 
Sayles (City of Hope, Passion Fish), Spike Lee (Malcolm 
X), and John Singleton (BqyzN the Hood). Things came 
to a full boil in 1993 with her Oscar-nominated turn 
as Tina Turner in What's Love Got to Do With It?, the 
movie for which she may always be best known. "That 
was the break-out," says Bassett. "A defining moment." 

Bassett looks more delicate in person than her 
famously roiling muscles suggest onscreen. (Still, 
when she throws her arms out to punctuate a point, 
her triceps snap to attention). What startles is that 
face. Bassett has one of the most iconic faces in 
modern movies-breathtaking and, at times, 
inscrutable. It's a face that can harden into a mask of 
beauty (when Bernadine torches the Benz in Wait- 
ing to Exhak), thenmeltwithablastofemotion (when 
Tina tells Laurence Fishbume's Ike to hit the road in 
What's Love. . .). When Bassett puts on that mask, she 
evokes the Hollywood of Garbo and Dietrich, when 
remote beauties seduced us not because they were the 
girls next door but because they were goddesses. 
Bassett has that same rarefied, otherworldly quality- 
but she also knows when to ditch the getup. 



Is it true McMillan wanted you for the part of Stella ? 

That's true. I met her in 1992, at the premiere of Mal- 
colm X. I'd read all of her books, and we just embraced. 
"I love your work"; I love^oar work. She was like, "I 
want you to be Savannah in Waitingto Exhale,' and I 
was like, I want to be Bernadine. Terry's warm and engag- 
ing and lively and vivacious, and she's very ballsy. 

Wereyou surprised Iry the success o/^Exhale ? 

At the time it was like. Okay, how are we going to 
sell that? Is this a movie people are going to go see? 

"People "—meaning? 

The public. All people. White people \lau^ssofily\. 
You know what 1 mean: Will it cross over? That's the 
idea, to appeal to every man, every woman, and make 
more money. That's why the success of Exhale was so 
surprising— I mean, not to me. 

Who playsyourlove interest in Stella ? 

His name is Taye Diggs. A young actor out of New 
York-beautiful, talented, young, inquisitive. 

Is the movie sexy? 

Yeah. You know, I was the kid who would just 
cover up my face when people would kiss on TV. 
Eeewgh, stop that! And here I am, and it's ten feet tall. 

Hofw 'dyour husband like it? 

He was fine with it. Of course, there's a scene where 
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Uh-uh, you've got to brighten that up a little bit. 

Jackson, Washington, Morgan Freeman. 

[Sighs] Oh dear. For a long time it was Sidney 
Poitier— until Denzel came on. And Denzel's always 
classy-he never embarrasses, you know? I loved him 
in He Got Game because he wasn't perfect. You saw 
the edges. It's so exciting then. 

One of the nice things about 799J 's Strange Days was 
that your character, Mace, wasn 't written to be either black 
or white. How come more people aren 't doing that? 

They don't know if it'll work. Sean Connery and 
I were talking about doing The Entrapment together, 
but now he's filming it in London with a twenty-eight- 
year-old relatively unknown English white girl 
because the movie cost [close to] a hundred million 
dollars. I want to go back to your list. What about Wes- 
ley Snipes and Will Smith? 

Smith is interesting. But do people really want to associ- 
ate the poptdarityqf\nAepindenct Day <JWi/Men in Black 
with him? 

And Eddie Murphy? 

There's a history of black comics who are allowed to 
make it, to an extent. You haven 't mentioned any women. 

It's a man's world. The roles aren't there, the 
break-out roles for women. The scripts that I'm get- 
ting, nine out of ten, ten out of ten, are written by 
men. 

Let's say Boogie Nights director Paul Thomas Ander- ■ 
son wantedyou foramovie, wouldyou want to do it? 
Yes. Yes. 

So how come people aren 't sendingyou material for 
independent films? Maybe people think you 're untouch- 
able or that you 're too expensive? 

They shouldn't think that [shelaughs]. 

What happened to that project about the black female 
pilot, Bessie Coleman? 

If you think trying to do a movie with a black story 
line is difficult, add to it the fact that this was set in 
1899 [she laughs]. A black period piece is next to 
impossible, especially in a feature. 

Someone atone studio told me that they 're not going to 
produce as many "black movies " because they don 't "sell 
overseas. " Is there some sort of science to this ? 

No, we just plop them over there and see how 
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Taye and I are in the shower, you know [shechuddes]. 
It's like. Oh, how's my husband feeling? 
Youaskhim? 

No, he would actually pat me on my arm; give me 
two pats, like, 'Nice, good. Good scene." 
Was he doing that as an actor or as a husband? 
As an actor. 

How is it being married to another actor? 

You've got to find the right actor. Because there 
are some actors, if they're not working, they're crazy. 
And men in particular, I think, have to work. They 
love to be in the marketplace, making things happen. 
It's very important to their self-esteem. Women like 
to work, but we like to relax, we like to spend time 
with our family, our fiiends. But Courtney doesn't 
go crazy when he's not working. He finds other things 
to do, to grow-that's important. 



Areyou lookingfor something to do together? 

We were thinking about the All's Well That 
Ends Well or Much Ado About Nothing. But we're not 
rushing. 

Why? 

Because people are expecting that. I remember 
talking to Warren Beatty, and he said, "It's a slippery 
slope. Okay, so you're actors, you're in Hollywood, 
you've made money, you're in love, you're happily 
married. Now you're doing a movie together? People 
are like, 'Comeon'. We can't stand all this happiness!' 
You've got to have something not going right." 

DidyoH like Bulworth ? 

I got the point. I got the point. He had good heart. 

That 's diplomatic, [have this theory that right now there 
are only two black men who are allowed to be stars, Sam 
Jackson and Denzel Washington. 



much money they make. I'm so sick of the whole sit- 
uation. You know what? I don't want to even want 
to talk about that. I don't want to answer that ques- 
tion anymore because you know the answer as well 
as I do. I don't want to moan about it anymore, I just 
want to keep working, keep applying pressure. That's 
how we've got to do it, personally, one by one. Hope- 
fully, it'll get better. 

These people who ask, "So, is it difficult being a 
black actress in Hollywood? How hard is it foryou, 
deary?" It's like, Kiss my butt. There's no real con- 
cern, it's just the question you have to ask. There's 
something incendiary about it-something sad, 
something harsh. There's conflict, dirt. I don't have 
to worry about Hollywood and them casting black 
people because I know God is the greatest director, 
or casting director, or friend, I can have. □ 
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tHe raNcid auys kEep 
it reAl uiTh Some supaska 

and Some rOck sTEady 
ridDiMstHAt clash nicEly 
with sexy, rapid-fiRe 

SouNd Pistols. 

noRm ArEnas Goes to 
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Aside from tlic spidtrweb tattoo wrapped around 
his skull, tlic first tiiin;; you notice about 32- 
ycar-old R.indd singer/guitarist Tim Armstrong 
is his tastination with music history'. He's the kind 
ot guy who tan name all the early Specials B-sides 
and, if hard-pressed, could probably tell you the 
year they were released and whether or not there 
was more than one pressing. He's the kind of guy 
who can tell you who Toots is before naming all of 
the Maytals. The only time Armstrong digresses is 
when he mentions his friends in Hepcat-the Los 
Angeles soul/R&B combo whose music output 
comes out via Hellcat Records, his own young but 
promising indie label. 
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"Tliey know a lot more than I do about '60s 
lainaican stuff," Armstrong admits. We're in .1 cab, 
heading toward Stiucezcbox, a weekly, drag 
queeii-l routed rock 'n' roll party by the I ludson Riv- 
er in New York. "But I tUjhiilcly know more about '90s 
dancchall." 

So it's no wonder that Rancid's new Life Won't 
U'<//V-rccorded lor the staunchly independent Los 
Angeles-baicd l-.pil.iph Records is a practice in diver- 
sity that look Arinsiroug and company (fellow 
singer/guitarist Lars Fredcriksen, bassist Matt Free- 
man, and drummer Brett Reed) a year to complete. 
Tliey got whisked away to more than half a dozen 
recording locations-including New Orleans, New 
York City.Janiaica, San Francisco, and back to Tim's 



home studio, Bloodclot, in Los Angeles. The fnial 
outcome is as much of a logical progression for the 
ska-punk band as it is a radical departure from previ- 
ous efforts. For every signature punk antliem on the 
22-song Life Won't Wait, there's a foray into rock 
steady, traditional ska, rockabilly, or Caribbean steel 
drum rhythms. Rancid credit much of the record's 
nn)od to the sessions they recorded at Penthouse Stu- 
dio in Kingston.Jamaica. 

"We wanted to go there, check out some studios, 
and meet some dancehall kids," Armstrong says. "Tlie 
second day we were there, someone told us Buju Ban- 
ton wanted to meet us, so we went to his house and 
just hit it ofT." Before agreeing to record vocals to the 
album's title track, Banton suggested an impromptu 



sojourn to the lush island's mountains. 

"We all went skinny-dipping in this lake, and Buju 
was on this rock, screaming 'Jah Rastatari!' at the top 
of his lungs," says Frederiksen. "I thought, It there's 
a definition of a free man, that was him right there." 

"After I listen to their music and meet the youth 
in person," says Banton via telephone, "1 get to under- 
stand that them is real-despitc them appearance and 
presentation. With this song, we show the people. 
Hey, this reggae music and music in general don't 
have no color line. Tliese divisions is what's keeping 
us apart." 

Besides Banton, Life Won't Wait also features 
cameos from a slew of Rancid friends; Marky 
Raraone, the Mighty Mighty Bosstones' Dicky Bar- 
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rett. and No Doubt songwriter/brother 
of you-know-who. Eric Ste(aiii-all lend 
tluir cre.uive talents to the record. 
Neville Staples, vocalist for the leg- 
eiidar)' two-tone ska revivalists the Spe- 
cials, is also one such friend. "I've seen 
them play, and I've seen the energy tliey 
give," he says. Staples contributed vocals 
to "Hooligans," an ode to racial unity. 
"To me, there were two bands that I 
always thought were the best bands. I'm 
sorrN il l'm iiioneot thcm-and the oth- 
er one was the Clash. Rancid has the 
street sound ot'tlie Clash. You can tell 
they're true to themselves and to what 
tliey're doing." In return, Lars and Tim 
added vocals to "FcartuI," a track from 
the Specials' latest, Giii/ly Til Provi-d 
himnail! (Way Cool / M CA). 

Armstrong, tor one. seems particu- 
larly satisfied with the album's vicissi- 
tude. He points to a conversation with 
one big-naine producer during the 
recording of their last effort, 1995's 
. ../lilt/ Out Come the \Xi)l!vs, as a possi- 
ble explanation for L/fi IH)/;'/ Wail's 
free-form nature: "I le told me, 'You're 
doing a high-protlle record now, and 
you should probably start figuring out 
your focused tracks.' But I'm thinking, 
I've never had any sort of game plan. 1 
always wing it. And that kinda bent me 
out of shape a little bit. 1 le got me all 
self-conscious, thinking, Fuck, I'm in 
the big leagues nowl But 1 don't 7.HI11- 
iu( do a record like that. 1 don't know 
nothing about focused tracks," he says, 
resting his chin on his palm. "Each track 
is its own thing, and I |usi waniu play 
tny heart out." 





11 would be inaccurate to describe Tim 
Armstrong's current mood as vindic- 
tive. Actually, he seems more hurt 
than spiteful. I le strides through New 
York's East Village, hands wrapped light- 
ly around a hot cup of Starbucks coffee, 
head tucked between his shoulders, 
walking with the kind of vulnerable 
swagger that expresses disappointment 
and betrayal. 

"1 let him iiila my house," Armstrong 
says, explaining how one magazine 
writer disrespei ted his grac ious gesture 
by implying that the l.os Angeles home 
Amisirong purchased late last ycarcame 
at the cost o( his personal ethics and 
punk rock credibility. "When 1 first read 
jthat articlej I ihoughl, I'uck it. I'll burn 
my luckinj; house down if that's what 
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"WE ALL WENT SKINNY-DIPPING IN THIS LAKE." SAYS FRED- 
ERIKSEN "AND DUJU WAS ON THIS ROCK, SCdEAMING JAH 
RASTAFAiiirATTHETOPOFHISLUNGS.'' 



you want-I don't give a fuck. But I know better." 

To be fair, Tim Armstrong has a right to be sensi- 
tive. He came up the hard way. In 1991, when punk 
rock was experiencing Nirvana, having its first major 
breakthrough in almost 20 years, Armstrong was at 
the tail end of a destruaive bout with alcohol that left 
him in and out of Bay Area detox centers. He even- 
tually landed in a Salvation Army drop-in shelter, his 
only sense of stability a delivery job at a Berkeley piz- 
za joint called Blondie's. Back then, in the late '80s, 
when Armstrong and Freeman were part of a seminal 
ska-punk band called Operation Ivy, there was little 
indication that, in five years, their Rancid would be 
one of the main attractions at 1996's Lollapalooza, 
billed only under Metallica, Soundgarden, and Ran- 
cid's longtime heroes, the Ramones. There was no rea- 
son, back at the Salvation Army, to believe that just 
about every major rock magazine would choose Ran- 
cid to adorn their covers that year. Or, for that matter, 
back in the Ivy days, who would have believed that 
Wohxsy/ou\d go on to sell more than a million copies? 

It's all quite a bit to consider-especially since the 
very same East Bay crowd that packed a grimy venue 
called the Gilman Street club/musician's collective 
for Operation Ivy turned their noses up in the air 
when Rancid (now featuring Lars Frederiksen and 
Brett Reed) first showed their face; indeed. Rancid 
played the volunteer-run punk club for more than 
a year before finally being paid $100 for a headlining 
show. So, media attacks and character assassinations 
may roll off the back of your average pop star, but 
Armstrong is unwilling to shrug it off as anything less 
than personal. 

"I hate the game," he explains, suddenly conscious 
of the tape recorder that sits between us on a bench 
in N.Y.C.'s Tompkins Square Park. "Playing music 
is what I love to do; it's all I've ever wanted to do. But 
it was a lot less confusing when we were in the garage, 
practicing in front of nobody. Nobody expected us 
to be anything, and that was good." He laughs. "But 
what am I gonna do? I don't wanna be one of those 
freaked-out megalomaniac rock stars who become so 
self-obsessed and crazy that they let it ruin their lives. 
If I trip about it, I'll lose my freedom." 

And music freedom is what Rancid are all about. 
Aside from similar experimentation in the late '70s 
by groups such as Bad Brains and the Clash, the lines 
between full-throttle punk andjamaican ska, reggae, 
and dub music had never been blurred quite the way 
that Operation Ivy did it. Their only full-length 
album, 1989's Energf (Lookout!), was an underground 
hit in both the ska and punk camps for its unique abil- 
ity to maintain the original feel of each style while 
forging the uncharted territory now commonly 
referred to as ska-punk. Certainly, Operation Ivy laid 
the foundation for the commercial success of groups 
such as No Doubt, Sublime, and Goldfinger almost 
10 years later. This is kind of awesome considering 
that, after having toured the country only once, the 
group disbanded almost four weeks after the album 
was recorded. Even though Freeman and Armstrong 
both cite Operation Ivy's "rapidly expanding fan base" 
and anti-Bon Jovi stance as major reasons for the 
breakup, they're each quick to point out the irony: At 
the time. Energy was in little danger of selling more 
than 20,000 copies; however, after Rancid's success, 
it would go on to sell 500,000 albums. 

"I think it was the pressure," says Freeman, 32. "I 
mean. Operation Ivy to Rancid-it's stupid to com- 
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pare. Ivy came from a scene of backyard parties and 
touring around in a flicking car." 

With the exception of a few tracks on compila- 
tion albums like Rock Stars KiU{J(d\\ Rock Stars) and 
/"wn^-o-Zfamd (Epitaph), Rancid's early repertoire 
seemed to purposely steer itself clear from Opera- 
tion Ivy's ska-tinted shadow. Nineteen ninety-three's 
Rancid (Epitaph) proved to be a traditional punk 
album; it boasted 15 songs over a 34-minute running 
time. Then, when 1994's Let's Go (Epitaph) sold 
almost 400,000 records. Rancid became the subject 
of a much publicized major-label bidding war that 
culminated in a unique record-by-record deal with 
Epitaph— which is a rarity in the recording industry. 
"We run the show now," beams Armstrong. "Just 
imagine if every band had one-record deals! The 
labels would be doing a song and dance for you: 'Do 
a record on my label and I'll give you back your mas- 
ter tapes in three years!' Bands should take control. 
Instead of taking a big pile of money for a big record 
deal, we took the freedom." 

With renewed vigor, the band recorded Wbhes and 
surprised everyone with "Time Bomb"-a fiill-on tra- 
ditional ska track-as the album's first single. Rancid 
were planting the seeds of reinvention. 

Ask any of the guys in Rancid how they feel about 
success and you're likely to get a blank stare. Mention 
the modesty they exhibit and you're likely to be 
laughed at. ("What if we said that shit when Let's Go 
came out?" Freeman says. "What if we said, 'This is 
gonna be the biggest Epitaph record ever!' The Off- 



spring would've come out and made us look like 
idiots!") Ask them how they're getting along and 
you're bound to get a mouthful from Lars. Of course 
they're getting along, he might say. They 're hestjriends. 
In fact, as the band get together in SoHo for dinner, 
there's nothing but smiles between the them— despite 
the mild case of jet lag that kept them crashed out 
until 4 p.m. 

"I wanna say this stuff gets tiring," says Freeman, 
"but I refuse to complain. If my biggest problem is 
finding a drugstore in a town so that I can buy Band- 
Aids or toothpaste, then so be it. It's way better than 
what I used to do. I was a repo man," he says, grin- 
ning. "I remember going through this whole big thing: 
Oh, I don't wanna take this poor person's car away, 
that's not right. Then [my boss would say,] 'He lives 
in Kensington [an upscale Bay Area neighborhood], 
and he's a doctor.' And I'm all like. You rich mother- 
fucker! I'm gonna take your fucking car!" 

Frederiksen, who also spent time in the reposses- 
sion industry before joining Rancid in 1993, agrees. 
"Sometimes I meet people, and they expect me to 
have moved to Venezuela or something, like now I'm 
exploiting migrant farm workers in cocaine fields to 
sell it to my rock star friends or something. But what 
the hell are they talking about? 1 don't think of myself 
as anything special. He takes a final drag from a cig- 
arette smoked down to its filter. 

"I'm just in a band," he says. "That's all 1 ever 
wanted." □ 

Additional reporting by Max Padilla 
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DON'T WORRY IF 

YOU DIDN'T MAKE 

THE JUICE LIST 




STEP UP. YOUR DRINK IS WAITING. 
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LOVEnpi iivr 

Luxury is back. But unlike '80s-style luxe .the new extravagance 
is not just about excess.but about select.prized items ttiat bring 
joy to your llte.ln commemoration otVIBE'sfiftti anniversary, we 
asked 1 0 of our favorite and most talented photographers to 
illustrate the hottest, most sensual, and most fashionable 
indulgences available. It's all about the Benjomins.babyl 
Produced by£mil Wilbekin 




LOVE DELUXEi Bimota Motorcycle 



I 

Photograph by Guy Aroch | 

If you're a speed racer— like supermodel Tyson Beckford or former heavyweight champ Mike Tyson— a sleek Italian-designed i 
Bimota, with its fierce Japanese engine, is the ultimate high. Red potymide. elastane. and cotton bodysuit by La Peria: stockings 2 
by Frederick 's of Hollywood: shoes by cK Calvin Klein SEE THE DETAILS ' 
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LOVE DELUXE: Fur 





'\PliiotograQtfG/ il^bert Maxwell )f 

Slip intq(Mpefhing mbre comfortdble. Both faux fur and 
tka real l\^Coy are j|^e ornly way tQStay warm (and to 
1«)k iiA) in ttie winter. Now. every ghetto superstar— from 
Russell Sinrimons to Sean "Puffy" Carpus to Master P and 
Teddy Riley— fe sporting some typj of furry coat. Having 
a ripped body undernedlh', tt)oughr,isthe ultimate chic. 
Chocolate irown bearcoatby^anlranco FERRS: dork brown 
mink coat tyy Gucci: watch by f artier: mascaratiy CHROME 
■ SEE THE DETAILS 
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Photograph by Roli Shalem 

LOVE DELUXE: Versace 




Atterthe 1997 tragic death of Gianni Versace, his sister/muse, Donatella, combined her love for her brother, their shared visio i;, 
and her inner strength to keep the famed design house moving. Today, Versace is as popular as ever and is still sharing the lime- 
light with stars such as Courtney Love, Elton John, and Lil' Kim— who have also hod to overcome lost loves and maintain their cre- 
ativity at the same time. Friendship and support (and a little high fashion) are the most beautifullest things in the world. Gray cash- 
mere coal with lur collar, gray wool and viscose lank with rhineslone trim, and gray wool tiatfroni pants, all by Gianni Versace Men 's: platinum 
watch by live. SEE THE DETAILS 









LOVE DELUXE: Diamonds 



Ice, ice, baby. Diamonds are definitely a girl's best friend, ]ust ask Mary J. Bilge and Salt-N-Pepa. These precious 
stones— graded according to color, size, cut, weight, clarity, and brilliance— will light up your life. And don't get it 
twisted: bigga is betto. Black leatherneck piece and black silk zip top. botti byCoSTUME NATIONAL: diamond earrings, ring, 
and bracelet, all byH. Stern. SEE THE DETAILS 



Photograph by Jeff Riedel 






LOVE DELUXE: Emporio Armani 

p Bi^W aBf Walter Chin 




Giorgio Armani understands that a "ricti" lifestyle is just as much about a perfectly cut power suit as it is about embracing art, music, theater, and 
dance. Case in point: Sovion Glover. 24-yearold Tony Award— winning choreographer and all-round brilliant tap dance l<id. is bringing dance 
to the masses and making people like the Nicholas Brothers, Sammy Davis Jr. , and Gregory Mines a much more illuminated branch of the hip 
hop family tree. Charcoal wool and viscose three-button suit with pleated pants, and white cotton dress shirt, both by Emporio Armani. SEE THE DETAILS 



LOVE PELUXEi Champagne | 
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Verne I'liccjii Poiisaidm 
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;heersl Nothing gets ttie party— or a sexy evening— started more quickly ttian Icy- cold ctiampagne— just ask any foshlonlsta, 
nad genius, or big-time Casanova. Ttie sparkling wrtiite wine made in ttie Ctiampagne region ol France is ttie ttiirst quencher of 
he rich and Infamous. But nobodyls ever mad at the tiny bubbles. Veuve Clicquot Ponsardlrr. nail polish InVenusby M A.C SEE IHEDETA 
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ftrucc L(^<^ comes to Vfe as the marticil arts loorV) 
ceVjrQtes the 25th Gnniversary of the release of his 
most famous mouie, W73's Enter tlm Onufon 





Photographs by (hutch fhekfr 
Styling by £m/7 Wflbekiu 
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Opposite page: 

Counterctock wfse: Navy linen and cotton drawstring pants by DKNY Mens; arm- 
band by Jutta Neuniann; shoes by Nike; beige cotton polyester jersey zip- front 
jacket by Diesel; olive cargo pants with pouch by W&LT; slides by RIa; black wool 
and viscose jersey knit cfress with bell sleeves and red lining t}y Jean Paul Gautti- 
er Classique; shoes by Manolo BU^ik; turquoise and metallic threaded brocade 
Thai silk halter top and fucshia wool panef pants, both by Alpana Bawa; shoes 
by Manolo Blahntk 



This page: 

From left: Black georgette shirt, black leather center vent jacket, black pants 
with silver metallic stripe, and bolt, all by Tommy Htlfiger Collection: sneakers 
by Adidas; brown silk taffeta kimono and purple silk taffeta pants, both by Jean 
Paul Gaultier Classique; shoes by Alpana Bawa 
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Ught gray stretch wool shirting long-sleeve kimono top and 
light gray stretch wool shirting long skirt, both by Daryl K. 
Looking Good: Press«dpowdcrlnC3by M.A.C; eyeliner In 
Ivy by Artistry: eye color In Tahltian Sunset by Artittiy: Rouge 
Pulp liquid lip«slor In Craving by L'Ordal: blush In Prism by 
M.A.C; mascara in Navy by Maybelline; nail polish In Blue 
Mood by L'Or^al: hoircolar In Bnght Auburn BkxKje and Dark 
Burgundy Brown, both by L'Ordal FMa; fragrance, Hugo Boss 
Woman 
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let the music jp\ay 

A new crew of singers is changing the face of rhythm and blues. No attitude! 
Great energy! Multitalented! No last names! These kids are ready for the lights, 
cameras, and lots of action. Get set for Mya, Tyrese, and Nicole to blow up the 
pop music scene with some sassy, soulful singing. Mimi Valdes 

Photographs by Robert Astley Sparke. Styling by Emit Wilbekin 
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It's all about her. Mya's one of the few artists not really "down" with any particu 
lar clique. She's from Washington. D.C. and got her deal the old-fashioned way: 
Her dad met A. Haqq Islam, president of University/lnterscope.'and sltd his 
daughter's demo into the guy's hands. "I never imagined m$ beiipg but tftere. 
I just thought that happened to people in L. A. and New York," says the daracing. 
ssongstress responsible for "It's All About Me," "Movin' On," and a stellar g^est* 
performance on Pras's "Ghetto Supastar" (Interscope). "I just wafit to perform. 
I'm shy but when I'm onstage, that's my moment. It's where I get my.happiness 
and love." 

Opposite page: -The bodyguards (from left): Black velvet suit with black and ^ray silk shirt. 
Ixjth by Versace Classic; teal velvet print pants, black cotton button-down shirt, and brown 
laux fur, all by Tommy Hitliger Collection: black wool laille button-down soquined dinner 
jacket, black wool faillepants. and white cotton button-down shirt, all by Moschino Uomo 

This page: Red ahd gold chiflon beaded slip dress by Todd Oldham: beaded l)ag by 
Emporio Armani: white cotton and spandex pro -stretch tank lop by cK Calvin Klein Under- 
wear: gray cotton ribbed tartk top by Polo Ralph Lauren Underwear 
Looking Good: Eye Dust in No. 1 6 by TACE Slockholm: double ellecl eye pencil in Jet 
by Chanel: lipgloss in Jelly by Beriefit: Iragrance. Angel by Thierry Mi igler 
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B/ac/f sequined polyester and acetate vest and black 
wool trousers with sequins, both by ALEXANDER 
MCQUEEN: hat by Makins: shoes by Patrick Cox; 
charcoal rayon single-breasted vest and charcoal 
rayon pants, both by Yoh/i Yamamoto pour Homme; 
hat by Makins: white cotton andspandex pro-stretch 
lank top by cK Calvin Klein Underwear: shoes by 
Coach: black nylon and elastin corset dress by Dolce 
& Gabbana: hosiery by cK Calvin Klein Underwear; 
shoes by Patrick Cox. SEE THE DETAILS 
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From his classically tailored 
men's suits in techno-blended 
fabrics to his lush, mohair turtle- 
neck sweaters in bright orange, or 
his women's black, fitted, maxi- 
leather skirts and sheer, beaded 
argyle tops, it's clear that dash- 
ing — not sci-fi — is the look of the 
future f or Mr. Bartlott. A former 
designer for Willi Wear and f^onal- 
dus Shamask, Bartlett created his 
own label in 1 992 (available at 
Saks Fifth Avenue. Neiman Mar- 
cus, and Bameys New York and 
Los Angeles). Over the past six 
years, the Cincinnati, Ohio native 
has vwttlhdustry accolades— 
1 992's Woolmart< Cutting Edge 
Award, t^'s CFDA's Perry Ellis 
Award UiMim Fashion Talent, 
and 1 997'*iCFDA's Men's Wear 
Designerof the Year. 

But wimsrs don't sleep. In 
1 997, Bartlett beg.m expanding 
his vision with the debut of his 
woinon's collection, gaining fans 
such as Janet Jackson. Cindy 
Crawford, and Halle Berry. As if he 
weren't busy enough, Bartlett was 
recently named Creative Director 
of Byblos men's and women's 
collections, which premiere spring 
'99. John Bartlett's traditional yet 
tweaked designs will only expand 
. and take us Into the future. And 
; sincetheMureisnow, Mr. Bartlett 
is (as ua^Bshionably forward. 
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Opposite page: 

From left: Charcoal belted jacket, charcoal kick 
ptoat skirl, trfack leather boots; ctiarcoa) cash- 
mere ribbed Henley, charcoal stretch flannel 
high-waist (jants. olive blatikel wool stonti troop- 
er coat, and black boots, all by John Bartlett 



This page: 

Hair by Bhan Oliver tor Warren Trlcomi; make- 
up by Vanessa Scully for Makeup Forever, prop 
styling by James Massenburg (or Exposure. 
N.Y.C; charcoal wool lersey Hemmingway 
turtlenock by John Bartlett 
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Bio 



Lil' Kim, 22, MC and CEO of Queen Bee 
(distributed by Atlantic Records) 




Entertainmerr 



Hot singles like "No Time, " "Crush on You" from her 
1996 Hardcore, and "Not Tonight (Ladies' Night remix)" 
from the 1997 Nothing to Lose soundtrack. Not to men- 
tion being the epitome of money, power, and respec6# 
in her guest spot on the Lox's recent single of the 
same name. One of the most skillful, charismatic 
MCs to emerge in the past five years, Kiraberly 
Jones is sexy, sensual, and brilliant-a right- 
eous bombshell to be reckoned with. 



"I 've been working out every day for about 
five months and recently stepped it up to 
two daily workouts for the last two months. 
I do mostly cardiovascular stuff-treadmill 
dance classes, and abdomen exercises, " 
says the Brooklyn native, v.'ho favors 
Noxzema cleanser, Arabi moisturizer, 
eind a dose of cod liver oil in her 
orange juice to keep her skin clear. 



"I love to sit in a bathtub, light 
a scented candle, and just relax, " 
says the tiny ( five- foot-two) sex 
symbol . " I think good thoughts and 
pray to God. It's when I feel the 
most beautiful." 



Iman lipliner in Espresso 
("Sorry, Chanel," says Kim. "It 
used to be their nude lipliner 
until Iman sent me boxes of her 
racikeup when 
I was on tour" ) . 



Hair by Orienthal Allen for Escape 
(Atlanta) ; makeup by Nzingha for 
the Deborah Martin Agency; manicure 
arid pedicure by Michelle Echols 
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Kon Swift rocks steady 



The date was November 21, 1971. 
Sou/ Train •Mii about to blow up 
the planet, and host Don Cor- 
nelius didn't even know it. 

The atomic bomb wore a brown 
and white cowhide vest His name was 
Don Campbell, and he didn't just 
dance to Aretha Franklin's "Rock 
Steady"; he wrecked the dance floor, 
spasmodically waving his arms, kick- 
ing his legs, and cocking his head in a 
way America had never seen. At one 
point, he abruptly squatted and 
smacked the floor, as though tapping 
into an invisible energy source. The 
other dancers looked on, playing it off^ 
like a revolution wasn't at hand. 

So details Thomas Guzman- 
Sanchez's Underground Danci 
Masters: History of a Forgotten Era, a 
documentary he wrote, directed, and 
produced to set the record straight 
about the roots of street dance. The 
film argues that breakdancing-or B- 
boying, as it's called in New York-is 
nothing but a watered-down version 
of the locking and popping that Cal- 
ifornia dancers were doing years 
before Big Apple crews made head- 
lines. "There is no such thing as 
breakdancing," says Guzman- 
Sanchez. "This is a generic term put 
on locking, popping, rocking, and 
anything else done to funk music." 

Scheduled for limited theatrical 
release this fall. Underground Dance 
Masters is a rough but colorful two- 
hour mix of in-studio interviews and 
vintage, bell-bottomed funk footage. 
According to the film, locking start- 
ed almost by accident in the early '70s, 
when Don Campbell tried to imitate 
his friends who were doing the funky 
chicken. "The only reason I was doing 



my own thing is that I didn't know 
how to dance," says Campbell, who 
now makes his living as a stripper. 

Campbell's jerky but controlled 
gestures sparked a new way of danc- 
ing that turned into a movement. 
First came the Los Angeles-based 
Campbellock Dancers (later known 
as the Lockers), who performed on 
numerous TV programs, including 
The Carol Burnett Show and Saturday 
Nighl Live. Then came Guzman- 
Sanchez's Chain Reaction ensemble 
and "Boogaloo Sam" Solomon's 
Electronic Boogaloo Lockers, who 
perfected a more robotic locking style 
called popping, back in the early '80s. 

"We used to call Don Campbell 
the Nurcycv of Watts, the Barish- 
nikov of the barrio," proclaims 
original Lockers member Fred Berry, 
bener known as Rerun on the '70s hit 
TV series What's Happening!! "We 
started not just a dance thing, but a 
style. There were the baggy clothes, 
striped shirts, suspenders, striped 
socks, and the crazy hats." 

When asked what motivated him 
to make the film, Guzman-Sanchcz- 
who's chilling in his spacious San Fer- 
nando Valley mini-estate-produces 
a recent New York Times article. It her- 
alds the current East Coast B-boy 
revival: young breakdancers spinning 
10 drum 'n' bass in nightclubs, on 
ESPN, in Sprite and Gap ads, in tech- 
no videos for Fatboy Slim and Pro- 
pellerhcads. Revivalists may be ecsta- 
tic, but Guzman-Sanchez is sick to 
his stomach. He still recalls the first 
time he saw guys spinning on the 
floor. He and his crew would put 
their feet out and try to squash the B- 
boys like bugs. "It was stupid," he 



says. "It was trickery. It wasn't dance." 
He also claims the term "breaking" 
was something he came up with one 
day in 1974 "bile standing in front 
of the mirror, trying to replicate some 
of the Lockers' moves. (He had just 
seen them on TV.) 

Such comments have made B-boy 
heads spin. After Underground Dance 
Masters' New York seminar and pre- 
liminar\' screening last summer, Guz- 
man-Sanchez received numerous 
threats, including some he says were 
made by dancers from New York's 
notorious Rock Steady Crew. "I know 
where you live, police can't help you," 
said one voice on the phone. 

"I think he's full of it," says Jorge 
"Popmaster Fabcl" Pabon, a veteran 
New York dancer who says it's com- 
mon knowledge the word "break" is a 
DJ term that was coined in the '70s. It 
refers both to the funkiest drum part 
on a record and the dance, or "top- 
rocking," B-boys do before hitting the 
ground to perform their spins and 
fancy footwork. "My beef with [Guz- 
man-Sanchez] is, he criticizes the 
whole [ B-boy] dance," Pabdn contin- 
ues. "We were influenced by these 
popping and locking snippets on TV 
in the mid- to late '70s. But I nnifrsaw 
anybody go down on the floor and 
break. And even if I give him that, 
which I won't, are you now saying that 
you're innovating [B-boying] as well?" 

"When you look at breaking, 
you're not looking at popping and 
locking," says Ken Swift of the Rock 
Steady Crew, which first got main- 
stream media attention through a 
cameo in 1983's Flashdanee. 'I can 
speak as a pioneer. I started [breaking] 
in 1978. What we do is a progression 
of things that have probably been 
going on since the beginning of time. 
I don't think nobody from over there 
[the West Coast| created much." 

Fred "Rerun" Berry politely dis- 
agrees. "The funky chicken, who 
made that up? The electric slide? The 
bump? We don't know," he says. 'But 
locking has a face and a name; Don 
'Campbellock' Campbell." 

"[Our] history has been obliterat- 
ed," says Guzman-Sanchez. At times, 
he sounds like an underappreciated 
be-bopper who never got over the first 
time he heard tree jazz. He laments a 
lack of "standards," of dancers-espe- 
cially those from the East Coast-who 
come across "unschooled" in their 
craft. Perhaps the day will come when 
he and his lockers get the respect the 
documentary shows they deserve. In 
the meantime, if this bicoastal beef 
doesn't get squashed pronto, we 
might need to send Rerun on a peace- 
keeping mission. 



movie reviews by gary dauphin 



blade 



Wesley Snipes does the gothic superhero thing in 
Blade, an energetic big-screen adaptation of Mar- 
vel Comics' Blade the Vampire Hunter. A half-human, 
half-necksucker who takes daily injections of a blood- 
based serum to control his appetite, Blade has all the 
powers of the toothy undead but none of the bad habits. 




Snipes works the vamp hero like a stiff -jawed but blood- 
thirsty obsessive compulsive, while his main antagonist, 
played by a wickedly able Stephen Dorff . isn't so much 
evil as he is spent and decadent, like a ghoulish rock 
star. Directed by first-timer Stephen Norrington. Blade 
isn't special-effects intensive, but it is atmospheric. It 
sticks to well-choreographed fight scenes and milks 
the darkly sexy, high-end urban nightlife to deliver a 
morally ambiguous action flick with an unexpectedly 
slick edge. 



AlinsAN tNlbMTAINMtNT 



First-time writer/director Darren Afonofsky scores with 
this low-budget sci-fi oddity, a black-and-white mys- 
tery about madness and math. Numbers freak Max lives 
in a warrenlike hovel surrounded by his homegrown 
supercomputer. His every hour is dedicated to uncover- 
ing a theory of the stock market. A dedicated scientist. 
Max is uninterested in using his theory for profit. But his 
work draws the attention of two self-interested parties: 
the first being the usual Wall Street goons out to make a 
killing; the second is more unexpected — Hasidic schol- 






ars hoping to decode the Torah and reveal the true name 
of God. Mixing deep-fried, hallucinatory paranoia with 
visually concise illustrations of science. Pi is a real 
rarity — a film about ideas that still adds up to a com- 
pelling, engaging drama. 




In yet another two-fisted star vehicle, Samuel L. Jack- 
son (fist No. 1) plays Danny Roman, a Chicago police 
hostage negotiator who, when unfairly accused of killing 
his partner, loses his tough-cop cool and takes a few 
hostages himself. The catch? His captives are fellow offi- 
cers, one of whom Jackson believes is the culprit with 
the power to clear his good name and uncover the stan- 
dard web of police conniption. Holed up in Chicago police 
Internal Affairs headquarters, Jackson grills his dirty-cop 
accusers and demands that an unfamiliar (and therefore 
clean) hostage mediator, played by Kevin Spacey (fist 
No. 2), handle the negotiations. The men grow close, 
sharing tough-guy affection until Spacey decides he's 
dealing with an innocent man and — big surprise — starts 
breaking the law to help Jackson. Directed by F. Gary 
Gray {Friday, Set It Off), The Negotiator starts out with an 
ingenious premise about the power of talk. But, intoxi- 
cated by police helicopters and skyscraper-rappelling 
SWAT teams, the action flick turns out to be a fairiy run- 
of-the-mill summer blockbuster. 
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dr. snal(esl(ln's liome video views 

In Soul In the Hole, it's survival of the fiercest 

I am probably the only black man in America who doesn't give a Kick about basketball. 
Never played it. Never will. But my complete disinterest in the sport doesn't mean I'm 
ignorant of the importance it bears in the character building of some men. For some, mas- 
tering hoops is a rite of passage into manhood, where the jungle is urban and ihc lion slaycd 
is the punk inside. 

With that said, I'd like to point you to this month's video. Soul in the Hole (Xenon Enter- 
tainment, 1998), an energetic, visually gritty documentar\' (released theatrically last year 
through Asphalt Films) about Brooklyn, New York's summer street-b-ball circuit. Filmed 
mostly in 1993, it follows cussin' coach Kennyjones and his bad-ass Kenny's Kings through 
cutthroat street-basketball tournaments. 

Jones has an inordinate love for street bailers. Not only does he finance his team's needs 
out of his own pocket (from carfare to clothes and temporary housing), this thirtysomething 
liquor store clerk will also take two and three jobs at a time to do it. He is the Ernesto "Che" 
Guevara of the blacktop, the Yoda to his ball-playin'Jedi Knights. 

And Luke Skywalker, in this case, is Kenny's Kings' point guard, Ed ''Boogcr" Smith— a 
17-year-old high school student with simmering gangsta 'tude and a Jordanesque behind- 
the-back, don't-look pass. Boogcr sees the NBA as the path to the comforts offered by 
consumer culture, but he doesn't see steady academic work as a means to get into the right 
college to up his odds of making the draft. "If I don't make it to the NBA, I'm gonna be a 
drug dealer," said the teen, who would later grace a Sports Ulustrattd cover as the king of play- 




ground basketball. "Somehow, I'm gonna get me a Lexus." 

Kicked out of the house by his moms, Boogcr is taken in byjones. And, as in a Western 
drama, heartbreak and triumph ensue. But the real questions are: Will Boogcr join Jones's 
righteous side of the force and realize he is not only responsible for himself but also for the 
future of all black men? Or will Boogcr become one of Darth Vader's crack-dealing rain- 
ions? For the startling answers, rent Soulin the Hole and find out. 
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"Nobody expected a little country church 



choir like ours to have such a powerful 



sound. But when we visited Winston-Salem, 



the congregation said we sounded like 



angels. In Raleigh, we had them stomping 



in the aisles. At Waycross, they didn't have 



enough seats for the crowd that had come 



to hear us. But that doesn't mean we'll stop 



practicing. Our reputation is as important 



as our safety. Which is why we travel in 



General Motors vans. They're good, and 



always pushing to be better. Just like us." 




General Motors builds cars and trucks you 



can count on for all the roads you travel. 



^ General Motors. 

CHEVROLET • PONIIAC • OLDSMOBILE - BUICK • CA15ILLAC • CMC 
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Funny 6irl 



In five short sentences, Yvette Lee Bowser 
can sell a TV show. But will sitcom success 
strike twice for the creator of Living Single? 

Script prodigy, senes creator, executive producer-in the past ii 
years, Yvette Lee Bowser has wrecked the whole nine. She's gone 
from being Bill Cosby's unpaid apprentice on NBC's A Differ- 
ent WorU to head-woman-in-charge ot her own SisterLee Produc- 
tions. Her initial show, Ltvin^ Single (proiuctd in association with 
Warner Bros. Television), was America's first comedy to realisti- 
cally portray professional black women. Tagged by Bowser's comedic 
flair for ain't-ihat-the-truth details, it was the top-rated showamong 
black households for five years, right up to the day it was canceled 
(after overall ratings dropped 20 percent). 

Now, driven by a desire to make the television world more close- 
ly reflect her own. Bowser faces an even greater challenge: At 33, the 
Stanford grad has to outdo herself "It's a tough situation to be in," 
says Bowser. "I still get letters from people about how much Living 
Single changed their lives. I don't know that I'll ever create another 
show that will affect people the same way. But I hope to." 

Starring Hangin ' With Mr. Coopa'i Holly Robinson Peete, Bows- 
er" s latest endeavor. For Your Lorn, is a light-hearted comedy about three 
multiethnic couples on different rungs of the relationship ladder: 
one couple's dating: the other is newlywed; and the third is comfort- 
ably married (like Bowser and her boo, Kyle). Uyve debuted mid-sea- 
son on NBC— just a few months after Warren Littlefield, the president 
of the top network, invited Bowser in to give what amounted to a five- 
sentence pitch. It ran for six weeks, capturing nearly lo million viewers 
per episode (NBC's Just Shoot Me, in comparison, brings in about 16 
million). But then the show, which is produced in association with 
Wamer Bros. Television, was dropped during NBC's season-ending 
shakedown. WB quickly snatched it up. "It's funny, unique. Yvette's 
shows always are," says WB programming exec Susanne Daniels. 
"When we picked up Sister, Sister from ABC, it immediately bolstered 
our lineup. We have the same, if not higher, expectations for Love.' 

And what does Bowser expect of herself? The Philadelphia native, 
whose name alone has come to mean quality comedy, pauses. "Right 
now, my focus is on raising my son-and making For Your Love the 
best show it can be." _ By RochellThomas 



In honor of our fifth anniversary, VIBE gives mad 
prizz-ops to five shows that controlled our remotes 
over the past half decade. ByMonique N. Matthews 

What do UPN's Moesha and Fox's When Animals Attack have In common (besides off- 
screen cat fights)? Tfiey, and tfie other shows featured below — all of wtilch either weren't 
widely successful or kind of controversial (no Friends here) — have rearranged the face 
of television over the past five years, seeding prime time's radiomagnetic airwaves with copy- 
cat programs. 

The X-Files 

Seeds: NBC's Daric Skies, Fox's Alien Autopsies and Millennium 
The truth may have been out there for some time, but it was Fox's 
X-Files that gave conspiracy theorists a time slot. The show flips 
the script by casting a man as the emotional half of the Fox Mul- 
der-Dana Scully pairing and has the audacity to conclude a sea- 
son by enticing X-Filers to pay eight bones to catch a tell-all movie 
at a local cineplex. Fact: Most oi X-Files' weird events are based 
r on actual Incidents. 



V. 






El Show de Cristina 

Seeds: Univision's Mayte, Telemundo's Sevcec 
Oprah con salsa. Phil Donahue in drag. Cristina Saralegui, the for- 
mer editor-in-chief of Spanish Cosmo, has heard It all. But it's El 
Show de Cristina (Univision) that's the world's most watched gab- 
a-thon (1 00 million viewers daily in 1 7 countries). "Cristina is not the 
Hispanic me," Oprah said during a show featuring the Cuban-Amer- 
ican icon, "I am the black Cristina." Fact Cristina and Oprah have ttie 
same birthday — January 29. 

My So-Called Life 

Seeds: Fox's Party of Fn/e, ABC's Relativity, WB's Dawson's Creek 
Before a drunk driver orphaned the Salinger quintet, we watched 
angst-ridden Angela on ABC's My So-Called Life. True to the pain 
and insecurity that plague teendom, Life's crisp writing, smart 
casting, and poignant topics upped the ante for shows about 
young adults. Unfortunately, it was, like, too morose for prime time, 
and the show was nixed after just 1 9 episodes. Fact Life's teen 
cast, like, said "like" an average of 34 times per episode. 

Moesha 

Seeds: NBC's (canceled) Built to Last, WB's The Parent 'Hood 
Entering its fourth year, Moesha treats hip hop culture, family val- 
ues, and the African-American with honesty, humor, and respect. 
"There was a whole generation of girls growing up with -isha 
names," says series cocreator VIda Spears. "We wanted them to 
feel proud." Fact Moesha has a majority-minority writing team 
(nine African-Americans, one Latina). 

When AnimBis Attack 

Seeds: CBS's TTie World's Most Dangerous Aninr)als, Fox's Cheat- 
ing Death: Catastrophes Caught on Tape 
Primed by ABC's /America's Funniest Home Videos, When Ani- 
mals Attack introduced audiences to a new level of cam-recorded 
voyeurism. Its marauding elephant and raging pit bull pioneered a 
shockumentary genre that sent networks scrambling for (notori- 
ously inexpensive to produce) "reality-based" shows. Fact: 
According to Fox, the Attack shows were "a way of teaching peo- 
ple that animals aren't all like Pooh Bear." Duh! 
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VUSIIIIIMUKIIN MB HH WISHED BE HEIDI FLEISSFntlWtNIEtfim 



With her dance skills, untamed mane, and D<up- 
ninnetfa-over bustier, Lisa Nicole Canon is a *Fcay 
Brown" for the year 2000. Not since Pam Grier has 

there been an actress who combines sexiness and 
attitude so well. Her big-screen break— as the acr>'lic- 
tippcd, poL-try-spoutiiig Mjrti in i9i)4's /rfj"o«'jZ,v™" 
(GramcK y)-ledtotwo more titillating roles: in 1995's 
Dti'il 11} ii Him- Dress (Columbia Tri-Star) she plays a 
red-hot lover who nearly gives Denzel Washington a 
cardiac arrest; and as a honiewreckcr in last year's £7*' 's 
Bayou (Trimark), she seduces the pants oft Sam 
Jackson. Lately, Carson's been cracking wise as Ally 
McBeal's (Fox) prime-time roomie and mastering the 
att of auditions. She recently snagged a role as Martin 
Lawrence's conjugal visitor in the upcoming prison 
drama /^(Univenal). At the moment, she's lounging 
inaManhattanhotdsuite,pii£Bngonadovecigaietie, 
and blowing out the real deal. 

Doyou digyour role on Ally McBeal i 

Yes, I'm happy. I'm finding diateveiyiMie is Ral- 
ly enjoying my character. Black men love it because 

I play a strong, sexy, intelligent district attorney. Wliite 
people love that she gives Ally shit sometimes. My 
character could be more fleshed out; butltake it script 
by script. 

Whal about the sex-symbol thing? 

It's wild. I'm flattered and have fiin with it, but it 
doesn't define me. 1 always thought 1 could be sexy, 
but never knew it'd be like this. I always thought, 
I'm gonna work it like Cicely Tyson. I audition for 
all the roles and just get the sexy ones. But look. Mom- 
ma's got to eat 

What doyou halt about the business? 

Auditioning. You give yourself and feel empty 
afterward. From the begmning, it made me feel ill, and, 
even now, the anxiety is tremendous. You have to want 
ajobwidieveiycdlinjmirbody.Youhavetobieadie, 
live, eal^ and shit it. Yes, it's tewudiitg, the peris are 



cute, but it wean on you. 

DidyoueaerfiidcigimMuBlumf 

I auditioned forALmDomi Dirty Shameaadweat 

out the night before and got floored, fucked up, 
because I was so scared. Needless to say, I didn't get 
the part. I played myself. Now, I recognize my stage 
fright is an issue. 1 meditate and do the yoga thing. I'm 
even thinking about the whole Nam-Myoho-Renge- 
Kyo, like Tina in K'lMt's LmieGot toDo Withll. 
Vf1>at aboiil Scienlulogy ? 

I don't know if I'm gonna go there. This business 
forced nic to get closer to the Man upstairs. I had to 
learn the hard way. Trust no one— only my mother 
and God. 

Haveyouevtr endured any horrible acts of betrayal? 

Too many to remember. It's been devastating. 
I was definitely a Pollyanna fw a long time-gullible. 
I got rocked and had to clean house. I blow up the 
good in people and ignore the bad.Ididn't know how 
cruel people could be. But I don't let it get me down 
because it's just put ofhuman fiailty. 

Wbat'syour dream rokf 

Jack Nicholson's character in 1975's One Flew Over 
the Cuckoo 's Nest and, definitely, Vtho 's Afraid of Vir- 
ginia W'uulJ? (1966). I enjoy playing tarty women or 
women with mad flavor, like in 1958's Calon a Hot Tin 
RoofoT WhuleveTHappenedloBabyJane?(\()b2). I'd love 
to play a wacky woman-someone over the edge or 
mentally ill. 

What's your fantasy profession ? 

I'm living out my fantasy, but it would be inter- 
esting to be a Heidi Fleiss for a day or two. Do they 
have to lay down? 

No, madams just "run the show, 'unlessyou 're bieying 
them a condo. Any other profession? 

I wouldn't mind walking in John Gotti's shoes- 
before the jail thing, of couise. I'm fiudnated with 
that slice of life. 

WluU^swiAAeg^baioomyoitrgmf 



When I was younger, people teased me and called 
me a gypsy. It became n^nidmame. I was always going 

place to place. I IWed in Harlem for nine years on 155th 
Street and St. Nicholas. Whenever 1 do a music video, 
I'm gonna do it right on the comer of 155th Street 
AH the crack addicts can come. 

Do you remember your first tongue kiss? 

Absolutely. 1 started kissmgiii kindergarten. I remem- 
ber in fourth grade, a guy wroit- me a note that said: 
"Apples are apples. A plum is .1 plum. Kissing is best 
done with the tongue." 1 thought he was Chades Man- 
son ! I didn't M^kiss till eighth grade, when this guy 
smck his tongue in my mouth. I thought it was the gross- 
est thing. I felt so violated. But then I started to like it 

DidyoudotheclubscauwbenjiOKliDedmNeai York? 

Yes, I lived for the dubs. I would take a nap, then 
go out I stopped when someone got shot in the head, 
fused to love niffiiecfcs. Tbey have tobe fine, diou^ 

Areyouseeirigmyonetdtralastyri^ttow? 

It's so hard. My schedule is so demanding and 
unpredictable. Icome home from woric and dash, but 
Fm definitely looking for Mr. Goodbar. And ifl don't 
find him-shopping is so much ftin. [She puts on an 
ora»,(|E^x^rwj/| A "piece" bought me this [shegigfjks], 

Wljat 'syour idea of a sexy gel up ? 

I have a fetish for lingerie. I'm more into the high 
end of it-like La Perla. 

What 's one "presentation " that went over well? 

This httle number by Victoria's Secret is ahnqrs a 
hit [holds up a powder blue teddy]. 

You 're definitely in your praline prime. Which melt 
would you like to lick-and which ice cream flavor do they 
remindyouof? 

Let's see. Treach-Rocky Road. Denzel-Butter 
Fbcan. Martin Lawrence-a Rainbow icey. Sam Jack- 
soo-Rum Raisin. Eriq LaSalle-Chocolate Ch^. Bent- 
do Del Toro-Mango sorbet Chris Rock-Banana 
Split Johnnie Cochian--Coffee. /Amm. There are so 
many&nKiis~andIha«eatKry bad sweet tooth. D 
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Word for Word: Five Years of Great Books 



For bookworms, a new release is like a melting ice cream sandwich — you can't eat it fast enough. First edition? Got it. 
Author interview? Read it. But even dedicated library hounds miss a few. Here, VIBE pulls together 40 of our favorite books — 
works released over the past five years on race, sex, and rules — you must not live without. Ava Chin 





rhc Cotorof Wiitor 


The Lone R^ngarand Tonto 
FiBtfight in Heaven 


Native Speaker 


The White Boy Shuffle 

■■ !■ ,Mj 'liM,. (..vP^ulB-j;ittv 


When 1 Wa^ Puefto Ric^tn 




Reflections of a black boy 


Korean-American narrator 


Gunnar Kaufman Is the "only 
cool black guy at Mestizo 
Mulatto Mongrel Elerrrentary, 
Santa Monica's all-white multi- 
cultural school." Warning: not 
for the humoriess or thin- 
skinned. 


A Latina's coming-of-age mem- 
oir about relocating from the 
San Juan countryside to a 
Brooklyn barrio where "even 
snow was dangerous." 


E 

1 

oo 


growing up with his eccentric 
European mother "When 1 
asked her if she was white, 
she'd say, 'No. I'm light- 
skinned." '■ 


Life on the reservation — rife with 
storytellers no one listens to and 
ancestors laughing in the trees. 
"But wo never can tell whether 
they' re laughing at the Indians 
or the whites." 


Henry Park is, among other 
things, a "B-plus student of life, 
illegal alien, emotional 
alien. ..spy." 


Books Bound to 
Become Screenplays 


M/smi Purity 

Psycho strippor with a pen- 
chant for murder! 


GoodHmlrji^mon & Schuster) 

nlHi" Little 
A Newark girl struggles with 
romance over a buppie back- 
drop of chocolate martinis arui 
little black dresses. 


TiM JUimnM (Bantam) 

by Caleb Can- 

Young transvestite cadavers 
and severed eyeballs are the 
clues from a serial killer's ram- 
page in tum-of-thegggntury 
New York. ^*^'*'^==s=aa.,^ 


Anything i . i' ^'i" i.^h' Jv'ir 
The Bailiff, The Gavel, The Sur- 
prise W/Moss— oh wait, those 
liaven't been written yet. 


Mafces Me Wanna Hollen A 
Young Black Man In America 

From hardened prisoner to 
Washington Post reporter, 
McCall's life story is worth at 
least a made-for-TV flick. 






The Sistahs' Rulea 


The Code (Simon & Schuster) 
by Nate Penn 

and LnviTonce Lriroso 

"Bite the buttons off her blouse 

every time you make love." 


Roiterts ' Rulea of Lesbian 
UWng (Spinsters Ink) 

Ijy Sh..'llv nohen<-. 
"There is no lesbian divorce. 
Only thermonuclear war. And 
then best friends." 


The Rules for Cats 

(Andrews and McMeel) 
|-rV Lr-trilt Annr- Jashoway 
"Don't sleep with a person until 
the time is right." 


The Rules 


!er 

Don't accept a Saturday night 
date if he calls after Wednes- 
day." 


(WtilM-:' .■ -.Co.) 

by Dr-,..n.. M, ;:>,.. r 

"After you get your swerve on. 

leave him." 


if 


The 9 Stef» to Financial Fre^ 
dom 

Practical and spintual guidance 
tor maintaining and retaining 
your scnlla: "Money is a living 
entty." 


QatanomnalalUfm 

A Gen X guide to nixing debtand 


How to Succeed In Business 
Without Being White 


Talking Dollars and Making 
Sense '.i v '_;t.;.-.-i- ii 

If the national African-American 


AOIrtMeadaCaalt 

i Times Books) 
!>y Jc.in A. Pi^rr-y 
yvithDciloro-,A. Datcliiy 


AIIADot 
Benjamini 


investing fn the stock market: "If 
you re twenty-five years old and 
put in as little as five dollars a day 
intoasavingsplan...you could wed 
beamtllionairebyage sixty-five." 


Shoot-from-the-hip financial 
advice from the publisher of 
Black Enterprise: "Sell to thetr 
needs, not yours." 


community controls more than 
S400 billion in income, then "we 
just can't afford to think poor." 


Authors advise women to drop 
the White Knight myth and take 
charge of their finances: "You 
can. you will, and you must have 
control over your financial life." 


How Nollo Get Screwed by the 
Music Industry 


The MuaicBuain^w (Explained 
in Plain englith): What Every 
Artiat A Songwriter Should 
Know to Avoid Getting Ripped 

otr. 

tetter ^ 
Buy it if only for the two-page 
chart listing all the complexities 
of royalties, writing credit, 
publishing, and cash flow. 


Music Publishing: The Real 
Road to Music Buslnaas 

Success -Mr- ['.-nkshGlf/Mix 

Suge was right: Owning your 
masters is the best revenge. 


The Real Deal : How to Get 
Signed to a Record Label 
From AtoZ 

{Billboard Publications) 
by Daylle Deanna Schwartz 
Talent not included. 


Music, Money, and Success: 
The Insider's Guide to the 
Music Industry 

(MacMillan Publishing) 

by Jeffrey Brabec 

and Todd Brabec 

Not as much fun as listening to 

the Lox's Money. Power, and 

Respect, but more lucrative. 


You Startd There: Making 
Music ¥ideo 

(Three Rivers Press) 

by David Kleiler Jr. 

and Robert Moses 

You can make a S5,000 video 

look like a 320,000 video— but 

not with your camcorder. Got it? 


"I'm With the Band" 


The Long Hard Ifoad 

out of Hall \ H.irporColUns) 

■ ■ ' 'iilyn M.inson 

■j.'ilStiausb 
Small-town boy from Ohio 
turned Antichrist. Superstar. 
■'I've sucked the dicks of several 
men. But just like kissing a giri 
can't get her pregnant, sucking 
a guy's dick doesn't make you 

gay-'" 


Space Is the Place : The 
Lives and Time* of Sun Ra 

(Pantheon) by Jotin F, Sj^wed 
and James Marli 
Bom in Birmingham, Alabama 
or straight outta Satum? The life 
of surrealist jazz great Sun Ra is 
detailed — right down to his 
wearable "working model of the 
solar system." 


Fight the Power: Rap, Race, 
and Reality ( D o t j c ( > ri o ; 

liyL'.li.H.kD.wilhYusiitJ.ih 

Public Enemy's front man raps 
on hip hop, power, politics, 
showbiz, and race: "1 get up after 
having my ass kicked; therefore. 
1 get up to kick some ass." 


/ Put a Spell on You: The 
Autobiography of Nina 
Simone [Da Capo Press) 
by Nina Simone 
with Stephen Cleary 
The classical pianist tumed 
blues singer behind the civil 
rights anthem "To Be Young. 
Gifted and Black" reveals her 
wounded-warrior spirit. 


On a Mission: The Last 
Poets.- Selected Poems and 
a History of the Last Poets 

|H. Molt! 

arxi Bfn Hr.S5.-in 

When the Revolution Comes, 
the Last shall be first. 


i 
S 

u 
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Thm Art of Kiaaing 

St. Martin's Press) 
■ y William Cane 

Pucker up for French, rock, and 
vacuum kisses, plus other 
excellent ways to exercise the 
tongue — "our most flexible 
muscle." 


Mervm: Literate Smut 

(www.nerve.com) 

Web site by Rufus Gnscom 

and Genevieve Field 

Nerve is the cyberization of lust: 

"Sex is beautiful and absurd. 

remarkably fun and reliably 

trauma-inducing." 


Sleeping WWi Random 
Beasts (Chronicle Books) 
by Kann Goodwin 
Eleanor May Shank, a.k.a. 
Bean, searches for love and the 
answers to life's questions in 
beds across Amenca. (She 
does other stuff too.) 


tmrtsible Life (Anchor Books) 
by E- Lynn Hams 
"No black man in his right mind 
would choose to be gay." Harris 
writes in the break-out novel 
that became the black woman's 
unofficial guide for spotting 
closeted gay and bi beaus. 


Anne Hooper^ Pocket Sox 
Oulde (Doriing Kindersley) 
by Anne Hooper 
"Only twenty-one percent of 
Americans today know where 
the clitoris is. The rest of them 
probably think it's an island in 
the Aegean." This mini-tome 
also has, um. photos (in case 
you can't find it either). 


Required Reading— 
'Cause We Said So 


Drown (Pivertiead) 

>y Jiiiuil Dta7 

Speaking painful truths without 
remorse, an unflinching guide 
takes you from the Dominican 
Reputiiic to the t>elly of the 
Bronx. You'll never peel an 
orange the same way again. 


eating CMnaaa Food Naked 

(C S( rit)nrr)l)yM<.-. N\) 
A prodigal daughter returns from 
college to the tumultuous spin- 
cycle of the family's Chinese 
laundry in Hollis. Queens. 


KriJr?*C«i«(Vinl.ige) 

l)y Edwidge Dantic at 
Nine wrerKhing tales of strug- 
gle and, sometimes, triumph. 
Skip the Oprah selection and 
proceed directly to this remark- 
able novel, cleveriy disguised 
as a short-story collection. 


Parable of tile Sower 

(FoitrWallsEKjht Windows) 
by Oclavia E. Butler 
Amid the anarchy of 21 st- 
century California, a prophet is 
bom who knows the pain of 
others. 


The Last Known Residence of 
MIciteyAeuna (Gruve/ Atlantic) 
i,v D iciobertoGilb 
Chicano Everyman Mickey Acu- 
na checks into the El Paso 
YMCA seeking the "one truth, 
that was, at least, true." Trust us. 
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Shot Callers 



The StarTAC has transformed the way in which we 
communicate. It is wearable, functional, and depend- 
able — perfect for people on the go. 
— Chris Galvin, CEO of Motorola. 

But what do our fave execs have to say about the zip- 
py little flip? Size, it seems, does matter. (But so does 
heavy breathing — and caller ID.) Chiedo Nkwocha 



Jeff Burroughs, executive vice president, Bad Boy 
Entertainment: "The batteries last a long time and 
are easy to carry. There is nothing worse than being 
out on a video or photo shoot and the battery dies 
on you — that's wack. There is nothing that I would 
improve on it— otherwise, I'd be inventing it myself." 



Tracey Waples, seniordirector, A&R, Columbia 
Records: "I use it because Lord Tariq and Peter 
Gunz told me to [laughter]. For real, I like the pro- 
tection feature. You can program a sound, even 
heavy breathing; so if someone figures out your 
numeric code, they can't retrieve your messages. 
You know how people like to get in your business." 



Chris Schwartz, CEO, Ruffhouse Records: 
"I'm a meat and potatoes-type executive, work- 
ing in Conshohocken, a blue-collar town. I don't 
use many business tools apart from my StarTAC; 
but I do have a '57 Chevy truck, which I love. The 
[phone] batteries last for nineteen hours — you 
can't beaX that." 



Steve Rifkind, CEO, Loud 
Records: "I like it because it's 
small, and I can sneak in a phone 
call on planes." (Not really trying 
to fly with Steve, are we?) 




idy Hilfiger, vice president, 
public relations. Tommy Jeans: 

like the StarTAC aerial — 
because I can chew it when I 

get nervous." 

IF 



: 1 L i 1 1 b , president, Dei Jam Records: "It's easy 
to conceal. I like the call-screening feature; it's 
especially useful if I'm in a meeting, or if I'm waiting 
for a more important phone call [laughter]. I've lost 
my phone five or six times because of its best fea- 
ture, the size. That's why I'm glad for the holster. 
The person who invented that had me in mind." 
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The Vinyl Solution 



Don't believe the hype. CDs are wack. Ttiat's why collectors flock to independently owned 
vinyl txiutiques that are always opening up. Apart from the physical appeal of large-for- 
mat sleeve designs, the soft, warm vinyl sound is the reason to buy. But these days it 
may be easier to find a great album than a great tumtable. Technics 1 200s are still the 
standard for professional DJs and scratch pickles, but now there is a next level. 

You don t have to be a serious music lover to appreciate the drop-dead gorgeous 
Ghibaldani Domus turntable. Shielded beneath a clear acrylic, dome-shaped dust 
cover, a platter rises atop three gold-plated brass domes set on a circular glass 
platform, like a recently landed UFO or some futuristic oracle at Delphi(!). Invented by a 
father-and-son team from London, England ("My son's high school engineering project was 
the springtx)ard. " says architect Anthony Ghibaldani). the 85-pound, 27-inch wide mothership has 
been painstakingly designed to eliminate excessive needle movement and background noise for maximum clar- 
ity. In other words, it sounds as fly as it looks. Whether or not it justifies its $20,000 price tag is a decision only you 
can make. But if you have the scrilla, you need to get this flava in ya ear. C. N. 




Steve Stoute, president, Track- 
Masters Entertainment/executive 
consultant to Interscope Records: 
"I use mine strictly for the caller ID 
service— gone are the days of the 
pager. I lost my phone once in LA., 
but because I use it all the time, the 
company keeps sending me new 
ones." 



Hiriam Hicks, president. Island 
Black Music: "I'm bored with 
StarTAC. I'm waiting for some 
new technology." 



punojBua 


pun 





Pick up on thc!»c: A natural 
woman?: lulian software compa- 
ny Vem z'Ao Informatica has creat- 
ed Virtual Girl, an avatar who 
loves (lowers and lingerie, but 
hates pushy men. Virtual Lothar- 
ios can log onto her Web site when 
feeling romantic or blue, and "she" 
will react accordmgly. Designed 
as a "useful learning tool," Girl, 
however, ain't nothing like the real 
thing, baby. . ..Web wise: Music 
site N2K (www.n2k.e0m) has 
been stacking up the Web with its 
coverage of all things music. In 
addition to its Music Boulevard 
host site and its technologically 
well serviced record label, N2K 
Encoded Music, the two-year-old 
company recently added the trib- 
ute site www.milcsdavis.com. 
Blow that trumpet... .Bootleg 
beats: From Sharp comes the MD- 
X8 audio system, which allows you 
to download music from the Web 
and record it onto a MiniDisc, thus 
saving space on your hard drive— 
and driving musicians, record 
labels, and the RIAA absolutely 
nuts. You have been warned. 



N«w product tnfo to cnkwochaOvibe.com 
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C!) PIONEER 

The Art of Entertainment 




ELLY Price 




9$ 



9 « 



"Kelly Price is a multi-faceted artist who has been blessed not only with a full sultry 
singingvoice but with serious writing and arranging skills as well." 

Puff Daddy 

"Kelly is one of the most incredible and inspiring singers I've ever heard." 

Mariah Carey 

"FRIEND OF MINE" 

THE FIRST SINGLE FROM THE ASTONISHING DEBUT ALBUM 

SOUL OF A WOMAN 

EXECUTIVE PRODUCERS: 
HIRIAM HICKS AND RON ISLEY 
www. islandblackmusic . com 

UNITY IN THE COMMUNITY 



\ 




VIBeGUIDE 

WANT TO LEARN MORE ABOUT THESE COMPANIES AND/OR WHERE TO BUY THESE PRODUCTS? 
JUST CHECK THE BOX ON THE AHACHED BUSINESS REPLY CARD THAT CORRESPONDS WITH 
THE NUMBER OF THE COMPANY LISTED ON THIS PAGE. THEN, MAIL IN THE CARD-IT'S FREE! 



1 BEAR USA 

2 BEVERLY HILLS POLO CLUB 

A contemporary line of street styled sportswear and outerwear for 
men. 

3 BOSS BY I.G. DESIGN 

Derived from street culture, with an eye on urban youtti. 

4 DADA FOOTWEAR 

5 OAMANI DADA 

6 DEE SHOES 

Dee Shoes. Beautiful exotic leathers for your successful lifestyle. 

7 ENYCE 

8 FREE SPIRIT JEANS 

Free Spirit Jeans features signature urban styling for men and 
women. 

9 GBX FOOTWEAR 

When it comes to footwear keep in step with GBX. 

10 GUESS? 

Guess? The best in style and fashion for men and women. 

11 IMPULSE BY STEEPLE GATE 

12 INMUSIC^" REWARDS VISA^ BROUGHT TO YOU BY BMG 

The credit card that gets you free CDs, concert tickets, backstage 
passes, stereo equipment & more! 

13 KENNETH COLE 

Step out in style with mens' and womens' shoes, accessories and 
clothing from Kenneth Cole. 

14 LIVE HARD 

Because you can. 

15 L'OREAL— FERIA 

New Feria by L'oreal. The end of flat colour. Adds dimension, high 
lights, and true translucency. 



16 LUGZ 

Everything from boots and athletics to jeanz and jackets. Lugz has 
the gear to keep a body covered. 

17 MARITHE & FRANCOIS GIRBAUD 

18 MAURICE MALONE/MO JEANS 

The best jeans money can buy! 

19 MECCA USA 

An active lifestyle collection influenced by the street. Don't talk 
about it, be about it. 

20 NFL 

21 NUSOUTH 

22 OAKLEY INC. 

Oakley Eyewear. A company obsessed with the design and manu- 
facture o1 inventions that defy convention. 

23 PELLEPELLE 

Urban sportswear, jeanswear & leather outerwear manufacturer. 

24 PHAT FASHION 

Classic American Sportswear with an urban flava. 

25 PNB NATION 

PNB NATION is a city inspired sportwear collection that illustrates 
the diversity of urban youth culture through style and fashion. 

26 PUREPLAYAZ 

27 REQUEST JEANS 

28 STARTER 

More flava in your gear. Look for the star. 

29 TRIPLE FIVE SOUL 

30 UNIONBAY 

Open to interpretation. 

31 WALTER DAVOUCCI 



MAIL CARDS BY OCTOBER 6, 1998 




JERMAINE DUPRI 

LitiitiWc SOSODEF/COLUMBIA 

BY KRIS EX 

"•""m INF DUPRI MAULDIN IS ASLUT 

Not because he's, ahem, /a/d tracks for everyone 

from Mariah Carey and TLC to Xscape and Aretha 
Franklin to Da Brat and .... No, that's just made him 
filthy rich, which Is something we'll get around to in 
a minute. JD Is a slut because, on his Life in 1472, 
he assumes the role of "Don Chi Chi" and rips his 
kiddie-pop producer image like a hymen on prom 
night, creating the type of testes-grabbing songs of 
misogyny that a lot of guys are gonna love — behind 
their girlfriends' back. 

There are songs like "Jazzy Hoes," a swaying 
harangue of females that, with trash-tongued assis- 
tance from Too Short, Eightball, Mr. Black, and 
Young Bloodz, uses the H-word more than Kris 
Kringle on December 24. "Fresh" (with Slick Rick), 



which features a hook that borrows from Rick and Doug E. Fresh's 1 985 
banger "La-Di-Da-Di" ("Fresh / Dressed like a million bucks /Threw on 
the Bally shoes and the fly green socks"), is rife with episodes that run 
raunchy, ribakl, and risqu^. But the crew come off more like Hugh Hefn- 
er than Larry Flynt — promoting ass-crack crassitude with some class. 

Life in 1472 (Dupri, 25, has been in the music game 1 4 years and was 
bom in 1 972) proves to be an existence steeped in Ice Cube's back cat- 
alog, a wortd where kids look up to the sky and see nothing but bitches 
and loot. On "Money Ain't a Thang," JD and Jay-Z are just foo enrap- 
tured of greenbacks. "Hundred thou for the bracelet / Foolish ain't I / 
The chain'll strain your eye," raps bread-clad Brooklynite Jay-Z. The 
pair come off like the idle rich Thoreau talked about: "Those who have 
accumulated dross but know not how to use it or get rid of it and thus 
have forged their own golden or silver fetters." Word is bond. 

Still, it's really hard to eam your Ph.D. (playa-hater's degree) using 
Lifein l^TSasacon-espondence-schoolcumculum because the music 
is so damned good. If JD's penal cord is swinging in your face, it's prob- 
ably because he has one foot in yesterday's hits, the other in tomor- 
row's. The single "The Party Continues," featuring Da Brat and Usher, 
bonrows freely from Ceimeo's 1 984 "She's Strange," while the Mariah 
Carey-belted "Sweettieart" updates Rainy Davis's 1 986 hit of the same 

OVER A BOUNCE THAT YOU CAN HEAD TO THE 
BANK WITH, LIL KIM AND MASE LEAPFROG 
TO NEW HEIGHTS ON "YOU GET DEALT WIT/ " 

name; both jams are swollen with riveting bass runs. 

The music, however, is not the only draw here. Mariah drops her 
vocal bucket deeper into her well of soul. And when Snoop speaks of 
neariy being jacked for his diamond-encrusted tank on "Protectors of 
1472," (which also features Warren G and newcomer R.O.C.), you 
remember what made you fall in love with his velvety bark back in 1 993. 

Over a bounce that you can head to the bank with, Lil' Kim and Mase 
leapfrog to new heights on "You Get Dealt Wit' ": "Just show me the 
bounce / J. / Once I get the bounce/ I'ma be good," raps Mase. /^though 
it epitomizes the shallow subject matter of the LP ("Fucking wit' my 
dough is like fucking with my pride / And fucking wit' my hoes is like 
fucking wit' my high /There's two things in life that you just don't mess 
wit', " muses JD on the song's hook), "Dealt Wit' " is almost enough to 
make you wish Mase had connected with JD on that fateful trip to the 
ATL (where, instead, he met the Puffmeister). 

Even when JD isn't behind the boards, the results are astounding. 
On the Kanye West-produced "Turn It Out," Queensbridge's chip- 
toothed rhyme-spitter, Nas Escobar, gets drunk and has to make his 
way out of a not-so-friendly Atlanta party, using a Hennessy bottle. 
But the project's most invigorating moment comes courtesy of the 
Bad Boy Family, as Hitmen hitmaker Deric "D-Dot" Angelettie (along- 
side Def dawg DMX) does the kind of damage on "Get Your Shit Right" 
that'll have anyone this side of an iron lung jerking like a bobbing-head 
doll. Its slow bass line pulls back nicely before a crash of keys pelts 
your body like a volley of smooth stones. On top of that, Angelettie's 
Mad Rapper incamation steals the show. It's a refreshing break from 
all the rich-nigga rhetoric. "So next time you see me at the club / I'm 
probably scheming," raps the M.R."While you at the bar / Brick hard 
and fiendin' / I'll wait 'til 4 o'clock, when your drunk ass is leaving / 
'Cause I paid to get in / And now I gotta break even." It's a sobering 
caveat for inebriated Willies. 

For his pEirt, the Don Chi Chi is surprisingly nimble and fluid behind 
the mike, going line for line with each and every one of the featured 
guests. Putting Jermaine Dupri's immense production talent aside, 
though. Life In 1472 suffers from having nothing to say. But that's hip 
pop in 1 998: It don't mean a thing, but it still got that swing. 



LUTHERVANDROSS'I KNOW 



VIRGIN 



On his 1 5th release. / Know, Luther 
Vandross adds a little hip hop and 
house flavor to his delectable R&B 
brew. Groovefests like "Get It Right" 
and "Nights in Harlem" feature 
femme rapper Precise, while pro- 
duction pros Masters at Work 
remind Vandross of his dance-floor 
roots with the pumping "Are You 
Using Me." On the boudoir front, 
Cassandra Wilson and Luther steam 
up the speakers with "I'm Only 
Human," as Vandross continues to 
weave his romantic spell on such emotional arias as "Are You Mad At Me?" Best of 
all is Luther's beautiful remake of the Leo Sayer hit "When I Need You." Once again, 
with / Know, Luther Vandross proves he does, indeed. Richard Torres 



M.O.P. 'FIRST FAMILY 4LIFE' 

REUTIVITY 




Billy Danze, 
Lie Fame 



With First Family^ M.O.P.'s harrowing third 
fiill-length album (they also released an EP, 
Handle UR Bizness, earlier this year), Billy 
Danze and Lil' Fame step up to get their rep 
up, with Fame tackling much of the disc's 
production. Billy has developed lyrically 
since M.O.P's 1994 debut, at times setting 
aside his gun-clapping escapades to take on 
more compelling issues, such as the welfare 
of his "seed" ("What the Future Holds"). "4 
Alanm Blaze," an energetic, bang-your-head- 
into-the-wall masterpiece, balances nicely 
against the album's more sedate tracks, 
including the emotional "Blood, Sweat, Tears." With helping hands Premier, Laze 
E. Laze, and Da Beatminerz, this Brownsville, Brooklyn duo prove that the key to 
longevity is growth. Noah CaSahan-Bmer 



KANE &ABEL'AM I MY BROTHERS 
KEEPERr^" 

Identical twins Kane & At3el disappoint with their debut. /4m / My Brothers Keeper? 
After having made stellar guest appearances on other No Limit releases, 
_^aV.U including C-Murder's recent. multiplatinumL/feorDeafh. the brothers, 
^ ontheirowndiscs.soundcompletelyuninspired.Althoughthetracks 




are powered by potent, bouncing drum patterns — especially Time 



'^^rn^'^ After Time" (whk;h 
Mudes interpolations 
of Cyndi Lauper's 1984 hit) 
and "No Limit N's" (virfiich bor- 
rows from the Juice Crew's 
1 988 "The Symphony")— the 
music can't hide the duo's 
rudimentary flow and recycled 
hustling themes. Unfortunate- 
ly, Am I My Brothers Keeper? 
ain't one. ToddE. Barbee 



Kane & Abel 
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SANFORD^SON 



First Time on Video! 

(lapiiiiv ull ilu' /;ui\ ;uuii-s of lliat wise cnickin" 
jiinkniiui. I'lvd Siiiilonl (Keild l ow) ;uul his son, 
biinoiit (DcMiioiul Wilson), in one of ihi' fiinniesl IM 
shows of all tinif — willi SWIORI) SON: //*' 
Collector's lulitioii on xidiii! T:ikc a(l\;uH;i!;<' of ihis 
sixinal offer :uiJ ;)a-\ictt ilif iniroducton video ot 
this classii- ■oilection .Tsk-fat for 1(» days. 

4 Hilarious :D'Sodes — Crossed 
Swords, Haooy Birthday, Pop; 
Here Comes the Bride, There Goes 
the Bride: The Copper Caper— 
Yours to Preview Risk-free! 

(iel more lh;m a ureal deal on junk- 
li(|iies! Hnjoy i;real comic moments 
again wiih the irreverent Inimor onK 
Fred can deliver, plus... 

• Own yoin' tll^t \ideo for S4.')S 
plus shipping and handlini> 

• 4 original, half-hour episodes 
In every volume 

• .Ml episodes are uiiciil and commercial free 

• lO-day Risk-free Preview every lime 

• Exclusive collector's editions are not 
available anywhere else 

• No minimum to huv. Cancel anvtlmc. 



Ihis Time 

itsReaSt; 



the Big One! 




Own 4 Original 
Side-Splitting 
Episodes for Only 

3495 

^^^^^^^^ jn 



01S86 The CobTttaHouu Company .t 
The nanK and logo are Irademarts of Ihe Cciuniba House Convany 

to 1972. 1973 NortM) Pmluaions, mc O ISn. 1974, 1975. 1976, 197 
Jan(lemPiO(luaiois.lnc MngriKRaened 



Mail the Reply Form today. OepL ZLS 




I IVCQI ™ ^"^ H cpivxlf vid«>Kfc.s«ii' for jusl $4'K pliB S.VI fJiippini! :md hindlini! and cnUT im siihscri|Hinn 10 .S.t.NFaiiD AND SON: The CollectorTs 

I ' T LOa lidithm. if 1 (ki not cIkhiv 10 kiti) im hitriHluaon vi(ki>. . \\ill it-luni it \ulliin 10 iLi\> for a full rffimd or I'rt-thI to im iliargt* :ii'counl uiltt iio fiirtlKT 

ohljjyiioii. (Hhcnvisc. 1 II rccd\i- ajiotlicr in ihi- sl■^^^.^ ;iIkhii i-M-n 4 to d wctlts. and I'll alv^ays havr 10 davs lit cuniiiu* it risk-lrtr. I'll onK kt-ep the 
MdtDv I \\;uit at jiiM Sl*>,'l^ fui'tl plus shi|>i)iilj; ;uld tiajldliilK. ami cuiit-l aintinif I liki'. VVVII.VIilJ-: 0\ VMS OM.V 
Oicck mrtiMd of pajmcnC <i< 



I (Itan^' this ;uul liiiiirf vth-. ptirclu^-i to im mtlil card: 
L: VMnX _ VKwV l. .VUcMljinl ^ Diners dub 



n»<K( 



1 Dia'iiviT 
Exp. t)ale 
) 



Art 



.Si}{iialun' 

!I] M\ liKfk is ('nH<ieit'd lor S-i,^>^ plus shippins aiHl lundlint) (uito) Is $8.74) 
plus applicahk- sik> l;L\ madi- |iavdhli'ioi^>lunil)ia House Vidt^i jjhnirv: 



Stkii Zip 

\»Ur. Ml .ijiflujiKin, jrr .whtni )■> itmi-h l>4iimliu Huitv cncr\r> ih' fikIii lii mjiic^ jddniiaijJ inlnniuilcn. m 
L'H'i I iTi. .i|if>liijiHin i>r bi ijiH.-l ,iin mi-i>ihrr>liiii <.ituili;in mlilmiv "ill Im- .rrvKTil Inuii Tiviiniii. lA-r im vjn 

Mail to: Columbia House lldeo Lilirar>, DcpL ZLS '.SlIX' 
P.O. Box 1 1 1 2, Tcrrc Haute, W i''8l 1 V WM l 

\/isit l>np://www.columbiahouse,com 
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VARIOUS ARTISTSTHEJAZZ SINGERS' 

THESMfTHSONIAN COLLECTION OFRECOROINOS 

Our sermon today will be taken from the sacred book of Sun Ra. I will not 
trouble you with its timeless conundrum-'Black music: science or religion?" 
No, no. Let us instead take a shortcut and ask, "What is a jazz singer?" If you think 
you know the answer, you're wrong! It's a trick question that has confounded 
folk since Louis Armstrong invented scat. Is a jazz singer simply one who croons 
with a jazz band? Are the best ones African-American females? Are they really 
musicians? These are the ciphers we have to wrestle with before we can enter the 
final chamber. And these arc the same questions pondered by Robert G. 
O'Meally, a musical science-droppin', spirit cosmic vision-vibin' strong brotha, 
on his five-CD set he calls The Jazz Singers. 

Before we go further. Brother O'Meally, I must confess to the sin of prejudice 
with no logical bias. Like many of y'all keepin'-it-real folk, 1 thought that a Zora 
Neale Hurston Professor of American Studies at Columbia University such as 
yourself couldn't be "down" enough, that you'd West-Crouch-Gates Jr. us to 
death with a culturally correct music cipher that don't swing worth a damn. Well, 
I was wrong. After two months of study during subway rides, midnight trysts, and 
quiet Sunday mornings, I have found my answers within The Jazz ,^ ^ Q 
Singers. I found out that Brother Robert has a vision.... Praise 
Ra. /found out that eighty years of vocal diversity can be bro- ^ 
ken down into 104 tracks. Ifoundoul thai the spirit of jazz tran- 



scends sex and race. I found out that even wordly blues and R&B 
singers can climb to exalted Fitzgerald heights. I found out t 



ahat^AO^ 

Blind Willie Johnson's 1927 'Nobody's Fault but Mine," Mildred Bailey's 1946 
"Lover, Come Back to Me," and Al Green's 1994 "Could 1 Be the One?" can all 
eat at the same lunch counter. I. ..found, . .o«/... about Baby Cox, Nellie Lutcher, 
Anita O'Day, Mark Murphy, Earl Coleman, Shirley Horn, Bing Crosby with the 
Mills Brothers-folk we should never forget. //b««//...epiphany. And you can too. 

Brothers and sisters, on the way to your local record emporiums remember 
this: Conceived by man with all his knowledge, subjectivity, and licensing restric- 
tions. The Jazz Singers may not be quite what you expected or hoped it to be-no 
Peggy Lee, Tony Bennett, Al Jarreau, or Dianne Reeves-but it will damn well 
rock your lil' world. Tom Terrell 



* 
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E407HE ELEMENT OF SURPRISE' 

SIGKWIOIT/JIVE 

E-40's fourth full-length solo 
joint, a double CD called The 
Element of Surprise, firmly estab- 
lishes this one-of-a-kind, tongue- 
twisting, slang-spitting Bay Area 
MC as the rightful king of new 
millennium rap blues. Through- 
out Element's 22 tracks, E-40 
(a.k.a. Charlie Hustle) casts a 
lyric spell with a nonstop flow 
of vividly engaging rags-to-rich- 
es tales. The album's stable of 
able producers (Tone Capone, 
Ant Banks, Studio Tone, Ric 
Roc, Bosco, and others) keeps 
heads bobbing to the predom 1 • 
nandy 1970s- and '8os-style R&B 
grooves. 

Although guest rappers and singers are aplenty (Busta Rhymes, Master P, 
Too Short, C-Bo, Levitti, K-Ci &J0J0 and others), at no point do they upstage 
E-40, who, stylistically, has upped the ante by becoming even more animated 
in his unique vocab delivery. And songs such as "Hope I Don't Go Back" strike 
that perfect balance between E-40's harsh autobiographical mob stories and the 
song's sweet, rhythmic hook. 

Poverty-laden memories also abound in songs such as "Trump Change" and 
"Zoom," in which E-40, who raps that he now has the luxury of buying a "brand 
new Jag without looking at the price tag," recalls the days of having 'no toilet 
tissue, dirty doo-doo stains up in my drawers," and a phone that could only 
receive incoming calls. For real. Element is good enough to almost guarantee 
that his recollections remain just those. BiJfyJam 




KIM ENGLISH 'HIGHER THINGS' 



NERVOUS 



Kim English is a phenomenal dance diva whose unique style of music 
sets her apart from all the rest. Despite a powerful set of pipes that 
could make Martha Wash tremble, she opts to strike a more demure 

and stylish pose on her stun- 
ning debut, Higher Things. 
The entire album is a seam- 
less collection that balances 
soul-soaked house anthems 
with retro-disco ditties. Even 
when she's pounding the 
pulpit on the gospel-charged 
" Unspeakable Joy" — master- 
fully produced by club legend 
Maurice Joshua — she relies 
more on restrained, empa- 
thetic emotion than white- 
knuckle screaming. If that's 
V ^^^^^^^ m-: not the mark of a future star, 

then nothing is. 

Larry Flick 
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AFTER DIALING THE SONG 
CODE YOU CAN TOUCH: 

5 Repeal a lune 6 To skip ahead 

* And the new three digit code 
iiumlier to hear anoUier lune 



Let the b'rter beware: 





Most reggae producers peacefully 
tolerate a certain amount o( low-level piracy. They allow their instru- 
mentals to be reused tor sound system dubplates, which are then mixed 
onto cassettes that support a vast underground economy. TTiese music- 
makers rely on sales of CDs to maintain a modest profit margin. But 
the proliferation of bootleg CD mixes has made a serious dent in 
the legitimate reggae market. 

If you encounter one CD with 45 selections, no production credits, 
and a price below most albums, something is wrong. Combat these 
parasitic productions by not buying them. Sales of pirate discs are not 
tracked by Billboard or Sound.Scan— thus eroding reggae's credibility 
as a popular genre while simultaneously robbing its creators. To keep up 
with the tidal wave ot new tunes 
coming out ofjamaica, stick with 
bona fiJeCD compilations like the 
seven scorchers listed below: 
Reggae CoUig^S^V? Records) 
From the rootical vibes of 
Luciano's "Sweep Over My Soul" 
and Sizzla's "Babylon ah Listen" 
to the hype energy of Spragga 
Benz's "She Nuh Ready Yet" and 
Mr. Vegas's "Heads High," VP's 
latest addition to the f/o/// series 
maintains the usual platinum 
standard. 

On da Reggae Tip With Bobby 
Konden & Jabba 
(Blunt Recordmgs/TVT) 

Brooklyn's Massive B sound system bust out tliis major-label compilation ! 
Veteran selector Bobby Konders is as comfortable producing top Jamaican 
talent like Shabba Ranks, Bcenie Man, and Scare Dem Crew as he is with 
New York ail-stars Shinehead, Mad Lion, and the great Burro Banton. 
Danceball Kings ///(Blunt Recordings/TVT) 

Johnny Wonder serves up yet another distinctive selection ot jugglinggems. 
Standouts include Bounty Killer's "Kry for Lie For," Beenie Man and Sanchez 
singing "Refugee," Beres Manimond's delightful "Focussing Time," and a 
tuff new Bankelous riddim featuring Red Rat, Lady Saw, and Angel Doolasand 
Captam Barkcy. 

Ragga Ragga Raggff! loiGieensleeves) 

Tlie U.K. miprint Grccnslecves specializes in up-lo-the minute rarities that 
go out of print taster than you can say "Lick it back from the top." 1 defy any- 
body to tind a seven-inch copy ot Slingshot & Mexican doing "Girls Selector" - 
but it's here. Dominated by three hot riddims (Mam Street's "Filthy," 
iHard's "Playground," and Shines Productions' "Tell Mc"), Ruggafpci deep- 
er than most. 

Danceball Xplosion '9S(Jamdown) 

The gimmick here is a rather jerky "continuous mix" smoothed out with 
generic voiceover intros. Tasteful selections Wfi^ General Degree's "Boom 
Boom," Tanya Stephens' "Handle the Ride," and "Everyone Falls in Love" 
by Dcvonte and Tanto Metro save this new label's entry (mm total obscurity. 

PlalinHm Reggae Volume 0»f (Artists Only!) 

This album, compiled by singer-producer Robert French, sticks mostly 
to conscious fare. Luciano and Sizzla are well represented, as are rising roots 
artists Jah Cure andjah Mason. 

Prodiution Something (Heartbeat Records) 

Twenty years older than all of the above, and every bit as fiesh, this bag of 
nine rare singles, first released by the great harmony trio Culture on the 
legendary High Note label, is more than a collector's curiosity. Tough lyrics 
feverishly sung; rock-hard riddims licked without apology-here is something 
not to be missed. 
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PRESENTS 

"THE SOUL BOWL" 

CAll THE NUMBER BaOW 
212.563.V I B E 

ENTER CODE 1 50 

AND YOU WILL BE ABIE TO PREVIEW THE LATEST R&B/SOUL 
HITS. CHOOSE YOUR FAVORITE SONGS AND THE ONE WITH THE 
MOST VOTES WINS THE BOWL. EACH MONTH WEU POST PAST 
RESULTS AS WELL AS OFFER NEW SONGS FOR COMPETITION. 
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ALFONZO BLACKWELL 

■A Little Bit of Sax • 

Body Of Soul 

Street Life Records/ 

All American Music Group 
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DAVE HOLLISTER 

"I Can't Stay" 
Ghetto Hymns 
Dreamworks 



PUBLIC ANNOUNCEMENT 

"It's About Time" 
All Work, No Play 
AiiM Records 



I will be charged for a regular telephone cali inio the (212) NYC area code 
ESTIONS? Can Touch Tunes at 212 643.1853- bnes active from 7/28 10 9/1 , 




Ibe boy is mine 



The eagerly 
anticipated new 
album features 

ttie hit single '^^^ 
"The First Night," ^ 
the biazin' 

#1 title-track iiflf 
duet with Brandy^ - 

plus the 
Platinum smash 
"For You I Will" 
and much more. 

Executive Producers: 
Dallas Austin & Cllve Davis 
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ASIAN DUB FOUNDATION WI'S 
REVENGE' 



PHASE 4/FFRR/LONDON 



"A bullet to his head won't bring back the dead / But it will lift the spirits of my 
people." Back up. Read that one again. Now imagine this kind of incendiary 
revenge rap blazing from the taxi you've just hailed, and you get the idea why 
Asian Dub Foundation have the U.K. all fired up. "Assassin'-the story of 
Mohammed Singh Azad, a Sikh who, in 1939, murdered the infamous ex-gover- 
norgeneral of Punjab, who had opened fire on a freedom protest in then British 
colonial India-lunges past identity proselytizing and goes for the jugular. 

In the past few years, artists ranging from Talvin Singh to Nitin Sawhney to 
Comershop have energized the British 
music scene with daring-yet polite- 
fusions of drum 'n' bass, Punjabi 
bhangra, sitars, and such. But this 
debut by the much hyped ADF is the 
New Asian Kool gone nuclear. Punk 
guitar, skittering jungle beats, propul- 
sive bass, and rallying-cry raps— ADF 
are out to topple the status quo by all 
means necessary. It may not sound like 
hip hop to shorties nursed on Pufiy's 
hits, but ADF have a block-rocking, 
dome-clocking spirit on lock. 

Check "Free Satpal Ram," tense with 
nervously sawing violins and blax- 
ploitation guitar approaching the 
escape velocity of Public Enemy's 
"Fight the Power." The trouble ^^^0/VJ, 

e> than just typical West Side 



XZIBIT'40DAYS& 

40 NIGHTS'"""' 

Tha Alkaholiks' compadre Xzibit 
continues to confirm that 
there's more to Call rap 



on teenage MC Deeder's 
mind is his man Ram, rotting ^ 
12 years behind bars for mur- <*■ 



o funl( grooves. On40Oayz& 
.•y' 40 Nightz, his t>omba8tic 



der in self-defense against racist ^fAO^ sophomore disc, Xz»)it proves 



attackers. Against the squall of Chan- 
drasonic's guitar and car-bomb beats, 
ADF spark a catalog of shoddy justice 
that could easily include the tales of 
Mumia Abu-Jamal or Leonard Peltier. 
On "Change," mixmen Pandit G and 
Sun-J deploy Indian vocal samples in 
the same way PE's the Bomb Squad 
used police sirens. Elsewhere on Raji's 
Revenge, Deeder" s frenzied raps and Dr. 
Das's body-blow bass grooves forge a 
black noise you can't hide from. Paci- 
fist? Make way for these Paki-fists. 

Mark Schwartz 



himself worthy with songs like the 
incredibly eerie "Chamber Music." 
His ruff 'n' rugged discourse mesh- 
es tightly with compelling, darkly 
lit tracks — the bulk of which are 
produced by the renowned Sir 
Jinx. From "3 Card Molly" (which 
unites Xzibit with fellow Call hard- 
necks Ras Kass and Saafir for a 
dice-tumbling session) to the 
rousing Alkaholiks/King Tee tag 
team of "Let It Rain," 40 Dayz & 40 
Nightz is a hip hop journey that 
shouldn't be missed. ^>enceD. 
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MONICATHE BOY IS MINE' 



ARISTA 



"I may be young / But I'm serious," the then 15-year-old Monica Arnold warned 
us on the title track ot her 1995 debut. Miss Viang. Her precociously husky voice 
let you know she wasn't talking turkey. At 17, this gifted and videogenic singer is 
being taken seriously by a number of well-connected folks, among them Clive 
Davis, the record company honcho who oversaw the meteoric rise of Whitney 
and Toni and who is quite obviously grooming Monica-as you should now 
simply call her-to follow their footsteps into the diva stratosphere. Davis is the 
executive producer of Tlx Buy Is Minr, Monica's long-anticipated second album, 
which showcases behind-the-scenes talent ranging from writer/producer Dallas 
Austin (who first discovered Miss Thang in Atlanta) to adult<ontemporary /IiAct'- 
hack David Foster and features guest appearances by the likes of 112, OutKast, 
and that other teen prodigy. Brandy, who joins Monica on the slinky title cut 
(which debuted at No. 1 on Billboartt s Hot 100 singles chart). 

Predictably, though, the star of these proceedings is never overshadowed by 
her supporting cast. No longer encumbered by the extreme youth that made some 
ot the more sensuous moments on Miss Tliang vaguely embarrassing, Monica 
embraces womanhood with the full force of her raspy, resonant alto and flour- 
ishing postadolescent libido. On lithe, moody scorchers like Austin's bass- 
driven "Ring da Bell" and Darryl Simmons's acoustic, guitar-kissed "I Keep It 
to Myself," she evokes Braxton's achy-breaky sultriness without \ Q 
echoing Miss Toni's tendency to sound mannered. On brisker ^ 
numbers, like the slamming "Cross da Room" and the sweetly ^ 
naughty "Gone Be Fine" (both Austin compositions), Monica 
unleashes airy, sinuous runs-like Mariah's younger sister look- 
ing for her own dream lover. Monica even squeezes some love juice 
out ot Foster's maudlin "Right Here Waiting," previously a forgettable hit for 
schmaltz-rocker Richard Marx, and does right by the plaintive oldie "Misty Blue." 

But perhaps the truest testament to Monica's authority on The Boy Is Mine a 
"The First Night," a thumpingjcrmaine Dupri contribution built on that irre- 
sistible opening riff from "Love Hangover." With equal parts tenderness, righteous 
indignation, and glowing self-respect, she reins in those hormones and makes 
the following appeal to a prospective lover: "It you want me / You got to know 
me / If you want my love / You gotta wait, my love." Let Romeo wait-Monica's 
lime has clearly arrived. Elyssa Gardner 
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Ji^ RCUITCITY = 

Price • Selection • Service 

f^aii 1-800-284-4886 for Store nearest you. 
— wwwi.circuitcity.com - 



Boyz II Men featuring Chante Moore 

Mary J. Blige K-Ci & JoJo 
Me'Shell Ndegeocello 
Maxi Priest Diana King 



Soul II Soul 

Feat. Caron Wheeler & Jazzie B 

Big Punisher & Beenie Man 



Shaggy featuring Janot 



All New Songs 




Produced By HOW^T CI 

Jimmy Jam & Terry Lewis n ^ ^ ^ I Lb Ib 

for Flyte Tyme Productions, Inc. ^^^^^j^ I^EI^ 

In Stores August 11'' GiRQDVE BACK 





rSDUNDTRACK 



available at nllljJL ^mrin'- Based On The Best-Selling Novel By Terry McMillan 

Marketed Ami Promoted By MCA Records. Inc. 01998 Ryte Tyme Record*. J.V. MCAC/D-11806 




MONSTER SHACK CREW 
'MONSTER PARTV "~ 




The Monster Shack Crew, com- 
prised of Ghost, General B., and 
Roundhead, are no doubt the 
most treacherous trio in dance- 
hall. This collective of solo vet- 
eran artists has created a big bad 
Monster Sound that applies old 
school dancehall tactics to pop- 
ular hip hop tunes without 
becoming bastardized "reggae- 
hip hop." While the Crew have 
been mainstays on the reggae 
circuit since their inception in 1996, the well-conceived Monster Party (produced 
mainly by Collin "Fatta" Walters) marks their long-awaited tull-length debut. The 
album covers daily dancehall flex topics like smoking high-grade herb, drinking 
Guinness, cruising in girl-filled cars, and profiling as in "Make Money.' 

And there's no denying that this hype crew get hectic, entertaining fans with 
larger-than-life cartoon<haracter imagery and gimmicks that could make any 
bad-man gangster's screw-face turn smiley. Roundhead, a big heavy lyricist with 
a fondness for chronic, drops his lyrics with a smooth, monotone style and a 
growling "/JrmTTrr. "General B., who's known for flinging rapid-fire melodies 
while pushing his forearm ceilingward at rapid-fire speed, usually closes with a 
trademark whine ( "Neaaah ") that sounds like a hyped-up Muppet. And the five- 
foot falsetto-master Ghost adds the duppy flavor with his tortured "singjay" style 
that is altemately captivating or unbearably irritating. Just check "Body Guard," 
his unforgettable rendition of Paul Simon's "Call Me Al." The resulting carni- 
val of sounds and visuals will bombard your senses. 

All in all, the trio wreck shack on Monster Party, making for a rare dancehall 
album that's solid from start to finish. So, in case you don't know the Monster 
style, heed General B.'s warning: "Hah ! You better ask somebody!" 

] acquit Juuam 

SPORTY THIEVZ'STREET CINEMA' 

ROC-A-BLOK/RUFFHOUSE/COLUMBIA 

Ski, the fresh beat baker (mainly known for producing some of Jay- 
Z's best material), bestows Sporty Thievz' middling debut with his 
trademark rich, polished treats. The album is arranged to sound like 
a movie unfolding, but a string of boring skits fails to sew the cinematic 
concept into a tight, snuggly unit. And as vivid as this trio from n 
Yonkers are in their ability to hash tales of hustling on songs v)^ ^ 
like "The Spot," "Street Cinema," and the rousing "Spy Hunter" ^ s 
(where Ski especially tweaks the second half of the track), the ' ^ 
Thievz fail to stand alone. By adopting the "flow of the 
moment"— choppy, aggressive spurts of words perfected by the 
likes of Noreaga and Cam'ron — these lit' sports are living up to their 
criminal names. H^un Kim 



The new album featuring the first single 

THE WAY rrS QCNN' DOWN 
(TWEsM FOR U!^ 

In Stores September 15, 1998 
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The new album feat:uring 
the first; single 

ISomb Threat 

IN STORES SEPTEMBER 82,1 S9B 



\hvii.vs makin' mosir 




'orn\.\ 



BRILLIANT CORNERS 



You have to liavcJonc somctliiiigpictty ipciijl to luvt-your 
likeness on the wall at New York City's famed, 62-yejr-olcl jazz 
club the Village Vanguard. Just a passing glance round the dimly 
lit room (situated just below street level at the top ot Seventh Avenue 
South) is 3 crash course in jazz history. Miles Davis is there. So are 
Thelonious Monk, Sonny Rollins, and John Coltrane. You'll find 
trumpeter/1998 Grammy winner Roy Hargrove looking over your 
shoulder if you choose a spot on the wall-length couch along the 
balcony. And if you look from there down the aisle to your lef t, you 
can't miss the poster-size image of Sphere, a quartet ol beaining 
men whose easy bearing welcomes you-thougli you may never have 
seen nor heard of them before. 

But if the huge audience at die Vanguard was any indication, there 
arc niiiny who understand why this group is so important. A decade 
has gone by since the death ot Sphere cofbunder and tenor saxo- 
phonist Charlie Rouse forced the ensemble to slop performing; so 
their recent week-long engagement counted as a reunion. The ensem- 
ble, which features Kenny Barron (piano). Buster Williams (bass), Ben Riley 
(drums), and new member Gary Bartz (alto sax), is a bona fide supergroup. 

It's safe to say that jazzheads greet this gathering 
of all-star stylists 



Tlie new edition of Sphere, whose self-tilled album is due this fall on 
Verve, is both everything and nothmg like the old one. There's simply no 
denying the group's continued prowess. Ten years later, the intensity is 
still there, evident in the intelligence and nonchalance that allowed Sphere 
to turn a composition like Billy Sirayhom's "Isfahan" from a slippery' med- 
itation into an up-tempo cooker. But even though its name marks the band 
as the Monk repertory outfit it was initially conceived as back in 1981 (Sphere 
was Monk's middle name), the revamped Sphere charged through "Isfa- 
han," Ralph Rainger's gorgeous "If I Should Lose You," and a bossa 
nova-tinged original composition before ending the set with Monk's "Well 
You Needn't." 

And if Monk's hallmark was a knotty sensibility that made his every 
note odd and eng.iging at the same time, the late pianist/composer's spir- 
it was certainly in the house. Altoist Gary Bartz proved to be an estimable 
addition to the act: At one point, he backed his way into the iniro on "If I 
Should Lose You" before ceding the energy to a Banon solo that swung like 
bop but sounded as if he'd taken a number of postbop musics into con- 
sideration. Further illustration ot Sphere's breadth came on the new arrange- 
ment of "Well You 
Needn't," when 
Riley and Williams 
made the transition 
from modified Qui- 
et Storm intro to a 
fiery hard bop 
bridge seem aston- 
ishingly natural. It's 
not every day that 
one hears main- 
stream jazz rendered 
with such expansive 
subtlety; but then, 
not every group's 
portrait hangs in the s 
Vanguard either. : 

I 
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ESPERANZA 

THEY DONT UNDERSTAND ME' 




On her spirited, rock-influenced solo 
debut, ex-Society of Soul chanteuse 
Esperanza seduces witfi raw emotion 
and energy. Stripped, supple arrange- 
ments frame her delicate voice. The 
maniage works best on the loopy "Why 
Oh Why," the psychedelic "What 
Comes Around," and the bluesy "Come 
Dance With Me." Refreshingly, Eperan- 
za knows her own mind, as she kisses 
off a herb in "Awkward Position": "You 
talk / You figure I'd listen / Oh what a 
waste of your time / If I paid you no 
mind." Rock has always been just 
another type of rhythm and blues 
music, and with more offerings like this, 
none can say otherwise. DanBll McNeill 



VARIOUS ARTISTS'KEEPIN'IT REAL' 

TOMMY BOY 

Songs that thoughtfully blend 
gospel, soul, and hip hop were 
beginning to seem unlikely— 
until the nWaeof Keepin' ll Real, 
an awe-inspiring compilation 
that cleverly brings these genres 
togetherunderone harmonious 
I - roof. With the exception of sea- 
soned stars like Angie and Deb- 
; hie Winans, most of the featured 
3 artists are adept newcomers. The 
infectious Frankic Cutlass-produced "Warfare," by Cutlass & the Godsquad, 
smartly samples its hook from the Audio Two's 1987 hip hop classic "Top Billin' " 
(First Priority Music). Traditional praise song "I Believe in Him," by Ryan 
Frazier, and the jazzy "More Than a Friend," by William Becton, truly soar. Ketpiti' 
ll Real is successful at absorbing the secular into the sacred, thus reaching more 
people while enriching their praise and worship experience. 

Moniqtu N. Matthews 




THE SHINING PATH 

THE SHINING PATH'*"'™'^ 



Most attempts at hip hop/hard rock fusion suck. 311? Bunch of zeros. Limp Bizkit? 
Double that prescription for Viagra, please. So the Shining Path's self-titled debut 
comes as an extrapleasant surprise. Rather than dull our senses with 



^ overwrought, cluttered cacophony. New York hardcorist Dave 



to 



"Hoops McGraw" Maltby 
feeds a collection of base- 
^^rn^'^ ment-recorded sounds — 
buzz-tone guitars. Rhodes keyboards, and, 
most notably, the taut, ominous bass lines 
of former Bad Brain Dan^l Jenifer— through 
his MPC-60 sampler-sequencer to create 
a cohesive concept-collage. MCs Chip 
Love and Danny llchuck rhyme druggy, 
second-hand flashbacks in the voice of a 
Vietnam vet's sleepless son. And it worksl 
No Viagra necessary! The Shining Path 
erect a musical tower of power. David Bry 
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TYRESETYRESE' 



RCA/BMG 




Sexy R&B crooner Tyrese got his start in 1995, singing in an extremely popular 
Coca-Cola commercial (remember the bus and the headphones?). With his splen- 
did self-titled debut, Tyrese Gibson proves that he is the real thing. The tight pro- 
duction (prepared by the Characters, Red Zone . , 
Entertainment, and Lionel Job) is slick without 
being pretentious. Tyrese's mellow, full-flavored 
vocals melt over the always thumpin', drum 
beat-driven, mid-tempo tracks (with a few grace- 
ful ballads sprinkled in between). The intoxicating 
blend of soft strings, expkDsive background vocals, 
and pulsating rtiythms on songs like "Sweet Lady," 
"Lately," "Give Love a Try," and "Ain't Nothin' Like 
a Jones" will definitely make you thirsty — and cer- 
tainly not for Coca-Cola. Angela Bronner • 

CAM'RON 'CONFESSIONS OF FIRE' 

UNTERTAINMENT 

Not since the *20s has a group of artists laid such artistic claim to the area 
known as Harlem, U.S.A. The current influx of MCs haihng from the historic 
uptown neighborhood is crazy. From Big L to tha kid formerly known as Mur- 
der Mase, Harlem has quietly become hip hop's (momentarily) proverbial 
Place to Be. At the helm of this Harlem renaissance is Untertainment's gold- 
en boy, Cam'ron. 

Though far from a casual stroll down 125th Street, Killer Cam's debut, Coit- 
^\ \ 0 /\/^ fessions o/Fire, might be dismissed at first glance as yet another 
ea ball-by-day, flow-by-night project. However, if you pass up 
* * the brief checklist of Willie editorial. Cam's freshman effort 

*^ ^ convincesyouotherwise."Hey,yo,Ijustwannawalkwit'y'all 

^( A I don't wanna rhyme / 1 just nef d to talk wit' y'all / How you 

feel about me? / Yo, I think I'm pretty hot / When I rhyme, niggas grab they dick 
and diddy bop." This is what Cam casually claims on "Glory." While fellow 
Harlemite Mase radiates rap materialism, Cam's glamour stems from his abili- 
ty to lend charismatic quaintness to his clever verbals. Tracks such as "Death" 
(which finds Cam arguing for his life against his longtime nemesis) and the 

humorously deranged 
"Confessions" (where he 
admits to one too many 
sins) display Cam's infec- 
tious, conversational flow. 
"Wrong Ones" brings to life 
a charming story of O.P.P. 
Other stand-outs include 
"D Rugs," a tale in which 
Cam details the destructive 
effects of drugs, which are 
personified by his mom's 
abusive boyfriend. 

Memorable contribu- 
tions from Usher, Mase, and 
Noreaga round out Confes- 
sions, and aside from the few 
uninventive formulaic plays 
("Rockin' & Rollin'," "Me, My Moms &Jimmy"), Cam's debut is captivating 
throughout. Candid, thematically diverse, and entertaining, Cam'ron proves 
that it is indeed his Harlem World. Durwin Chow 




The disc is mini. 
So wtiaf s the big noise about? 



Sony calls it MD — 
MiniDisc. 

Maybe you've seen 
the ads for it. 
They're gorgeous. 
But frankly, they 
don't tell you much. 

For example, you can 
record an entire album 
onto MiniDisc or make a 
"hits" mix of your 
favorite songs, and then 
add, delete or move songs 
around without having to 
start all over 

There's a lot more, too, 
and Crutchfield is where 
you'll find it. Just go to 
our website or call for our 
free catalog and see. 




Crutchfield — 
authorized website and 
catalog for Sony. Sony MiniDisc, 
and virtually every other lop audio 
and video brand, too. 



on the web: 

www.cfutclifield.coin/nid 

or call for your FREE catalog: 

Home Audio • Car Stereo • Video • Home Theater 1-888-292-2591 toll-frae 



CRUTCHFIELD 





Self-Titled Debut Album 

Featuring the Hits ''Wherever You Go*% 
"Somehow", "Inside" 

• and the SMASH GOLD ingle 




l^J Produced by Steve Morales 

Includes son§s Produced By 
Michael McCary of 
Boyz II Men 

Visit Vaices Of Theary @ 
www.hala-recardings.cam 

Executive Producer Jeilybean Benitez 




Available at all i 



The art of replicating percussive melodies with one's mouth 
is a classic hip hop craf t popularized by the likes of Biz Markie, 
Doug E. Fresh, and the Fat Boys' Human Beat Box. Rough, real, 
and rapturously rhythmic, this no-accessories-needed accoutrement 
has been mastered too by a cappellistas Vocal Sampling. Though 
they are certainly hip and make crowds hop to \)^e\x sonidos, these 
straight-outta-Havana Cubanos have made salsa, not rap, their har- 
monic genre of choice. The internationally acclaimed sextuplet 
achieve a symphonic symbiosis one would expect to find in a tully 
armed orchestra. But if you close your eyes and listen to their third, 
newest album, /-;W;w Berlin {Aihi Records), you'd almost nevcrguess 
that there's not a single instrument to be found among the bunch. 

The group's members-music director Rene Baiios, Reinaldo San- 
Icr, Abel Sanabria, Carlos Di'az, Luis Alzaga, and Jose Rolando 
Duran-first met while studying to play actual instruments at Havana's 
Escuela Nacional de Miisica.Tliey were gigging at local7/«/aj when the guys 
stumbled upon their unique talents. "Occasionally, one of us would try to 
imitate the sounds of all the instruments-guitar, bass, trombone, trumpet, 
and flute," says Baiios. The newly formed group could naturally mimic cer- 
tain sounds; but others, like the piano and the guitar, required a lot more 
practice to perfect. "Because the instruments are harmonic in nature," explains 
Baiios, "we sometimes have to combine three voices at the same time to play 




one chord." Tlie guys settled on using their English moniker because, as Banos 
explains, "we're capturing and repeating notes and rhythms with our mouths 
in much the same way as digital sampling tkclronicaOy records and plays soimd." 

by 

Cerformina original songs written by group mem- 
ers, as well as traditional Cuban conc/dnes. ocspue 

the country's ccoiioniii hardship, Baiios reports that "m Cuba, the people 
sing in the streets." And their bcauti fill "C/j«(an</od Cofo(Singing in the Cho- 
rus)" reflects this aspect of Cuban life: 1ms deidades son consutio /Son esperan- 
zay apoyo I Desde el color de un arollo I Hasla ellamano del cielo I Todos canlan con 
anhelo (The deities bring comfort, hope, and support / From the color of a 
stream / To the breadth of the sky / Everyone sings with all their might). 

Trans-Adantic tours have taken the group's immense talents everywhere from 
Belgium to Turkey to Finland. But while the Helms-Burton Act, the U.S. 
embargo against Cuba, makes wider Stateside appearances a complicated affair. 
Vocal Sampling still won several awards two years ago from the Contemporary 
A Cappella Society of America, including Artist of the Year and Best Foreign 
Album and Song. "Right now, we're working on a few projeas whicli are stylis- 
tically very different," says Banos otVocal Sampling's plans to adapt their incred- 
ible beat-boxing boccts to jazz, classical, dance-pop, and bolero music. Though 
to see and hear them live surpasses expectations of just how raw Vcxial Sampling 
sound, their Live in Berlin disc is definitely a worthwhile experience. 



M Mc inn mat ttrtttr*. 
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VARI0USARTISTS'MTV'SAMP2'*~^^ 

Forget about typical, straight- 
ahead techno racket when listen- 
ing to MTV's Amp 2. Even though 
British dance-floor gurus like Fat- 
boy Slim ("Rockafeller Skank") and 
the Propellerheads ("Bang On!") put 
in some worthwhile tech-y offer- 
ings, this brilliant, energetic com- 
pilation Is all about hearing hip hop 
architects step into the future 
through a series of genre-defying 
collaborations. Kool Keith drops a 
free-form psychedelic monologue 
over Hardkiss's spiraling beats on 
the gorgeous "Sharks and Mer- 
\'\\0 "laids." And Chuck D's thick bark is matched by producer Ticc-Tacc's 
^ futuristic funk on "War" (featuring Ambersunshower). Further contri- 
butions from Method Man ("Release Yo' Delf") and the Jungle Brothers 
<i ("Jungle Brother") not only make this essential listening, but further 
flf^^' etch in stone these innovators' place in the next millennium. AidinVaziri 



KlMiaNGDOMCOMF 

Seasoned veterans either rot away or stick to what they do best: being their 
own damn selves. With his fifth album in lo years, King T (formerly King 
Tee) remains true to his game by mixing 
boastful, East Coast-flavored lyrics with 
gangsta boogie woogie. "Speak on It" finds 
the royal G blazing malicious librettos 
toward foolish rookies who have yet to pay 
their dues. The party is set in motion by the 
Battlecat-produced "Squeeze Yo Ballz" 
(featuring Baby S) and the contagious "Let's 
Make a V" featuring Kid Frost and DJ Quik. 
Throw in a few hilarious skits (guest star- 
ring DJ Pooh), and it's evident that thy will 
be blessed by this majesty's mastery. 

HyunKim 




LINK'SEXDOWN' 




RELATIVITY 

Link uses his soft, seductive baritone to 
gush lecherous lyrics all over his 
provocative debut. Sex Down. Backed 
by what have become standard, hip hop- 
inspired rhythms, this Dallas native out- 
begs fellow groveler Keith Sweat. And 
when it comes to his sexual conquests, 
Link is about as discreet as a guest on 
The Jerry Springer Show. On " Whatcha 
Gone Do?" he gets right to the naughty 
point: "How would you like it if I hit you 
with a sixty-nine? / Would you like me on 
top? / Can I hit the hot spot?" There isn't 
anything earth-shattering here, but Sex 
Down is still a playful, truly adult album 
that will satisfy the freak in you. 

Tracy Hopkins 




15 years of classic cuts from flw crates.. 





futuring: planet rock / renegades of funk / looking for the perfect beat / talkln' all that jazz 
tender love / me. myself & i / o.p.p / the humpty dance / lump around / fantastic voyage + morel 






VARIOUS ARTISTS 

'DR. DOUnLE'SOUNDTRACK*^''^'^ 

Dr. Dolittle may not be as nutty as 
that popular professor from Eddie 
Murphy's last hit movie, but the 
soundtrack to his new movie is just as 
hoi. Like The Nutty Professor's cuts. Dr. 
Dolittle's lineup— ranging from sweet, 
mid-tempo R&B to bouncin' south- 
ern bass-has little to do with the 
film's story line, but it sure can make 
you dance. 

From the first cut, RayJ's "That's 
Why I Lie," the soundtrack makes you 
move. This slick Rodneyjerkins-pro- 
duced jam bites Mya's "It's All About Me" hook ("Me, me, me") with its own 
"U I told you why / 1 probably lie, lie, lie." And, as on the original, the results are 
annoyingly infectious. Elsewhere, the 
collection hits you with fun time, Balti- 
more go-go-inspired tracks like "In Your 
World," by Twista & the Speed Knot 
Mobsters, and "Push 'Em Up," from 
Eddie Kane & DeVille featuring DJ 
Toomp, which, with its hefty bass and 
quadruple-time cow bell riffs, is a sure- 
fire Down South club rocker. Then 
there's the Sugarhill Gang's revision of 
"8th Wonder." It's called 'Ain't Noth- 
ing but a Party" and is the closest thing 
this soundtrack gets to a movie theme 
song ("Well, a dang diggy / Won't 
you get jiggy / With the mad scientist 
/ Mr. Dolitty"). 

But the hottest, most radio-friend- 
ly track on the album is "Are You That 
Somebody," featuring Aaliyah and 
Timbaland. Aaliyah sings self-assured 
lyrics like "Boy, I've been watching you 
like the hawk in the sky / And you are 
my prey," while the Big Kahuna's sub- 
liminal track creatively samples a baby's 
coo. With this cut, these two have again 
guaranteed themselves a top spot on 
radio playlists. 

The Dr. Dotoir soundtrack delivers 
a lotta southern summer flavor-the 




« I n smolderin'funkofpas- 
sionate evenmgs 
S and rumblin' bass 
of sweaty nights. It's 
''^^ grooves to 
heat up the charts like 
Virginia Beach injuly— and the juice to 
keep listeners rump-shaking 'til 1999. 

Mykella Van Cooltn 



COREY GLOVER 
'HYMNS' 

Just when you thought Corey 
Glover was becoming a prime 
candidate for a career obituary, 
up jumps the former Living Colour 
lead vocalist with his middling first 
solo joint. Aside from the vitriolic 
thrashfest "Do You First, TKien Do 
Myself," Hymns is less a Head- 
banger's Ball than an act of old 
school homage. Singing in his 
trademarit guttural wail, Glover 
conjures up pre-glyph Prince on 
the stately "April Rain" and Al 
Green's slow-burning Memphis 
soul on "Little Girl." And then he 
makes his funk the P-funk on 
"Lowball Express." But due to 
Glover's overpowering vocals on 
these and other tracks, Hymns 
never quite clicks. Plus, it just 
takes too many trips in the way- 
back machine. 

Marc Weingarten 
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ELEKTRA 



MC Lyte's current approach to hip hop music- 
making is about as subtle as a sledge hammer to 
the head. She's all atxjut having a good time, and 
her fun. unpretentious sixth altxim. Seven & Seven, 
delivers. Lyte unapologetically slices open the pop 
jugular and celebrates with old school funk sam- 
ples and catchy hooks. She gets down with felknv 
reveler Missy Elliott on several bouncy cuts, 
including "In My Business" and "Too Fly." The 
somtjer "Better Place" and socially aware "King of 
Rock" add a touch of understated equilibrium, but 
for the most part, Lyte is in her element. After a 
decade in the game, she still knows how to cold- 
rock a party. JeffLorez 



MIX MASTER MIKE'ANTI-THER DEVICr 

ASPHODEL RECORDS 

For Mix Master Mike to call his debut album Anti-Theft Device is the falsest of 
false advertising-on his debut album, Mike Schwartz jacks more beats than Puff 
Daddy. Of course, that's part of his genius: Where Puflfy might be satisfied with 
biting one banging groove, this wizard on the one's and two's might combine 
too onto one track. Extending beyond the use of traditional beat sampling, Anti- 
Theft Device also blends in vocal snippets from the likes of Guru, Ice Cube, and 
\ \ 0 /V Beastie Boys. This creative collage not only provides a slamming 

^ e» showcase for Mix Master's virtuoso scratching ability, it also 

*elevates itself into a fully realized album. 

<^ ^ A member of the infamous Bay Area DJ cutting crew the Invis- 

^ (j^^ ibl Skratch Piklz and record-holding three-time world DMC cham- 
pion (he was asked by the DMC committee to retire from competition so 
others might have a shot at the title), Mike clearly has skills on the wheels of 
steel that are undeniable. 
If he were a guitarist, he'd 
bejimmy Page. And unlike 
his Davis, California 
homey DJ Shadow, who 
smothers tracks with avant- 
garde displays of turntable 
mastery, Mike isn't afraid 
to let his B-boy bouill- 
abaisse coalesce into real 
bootylicious grooves that 
are more about moving the 
crowd than wowing elitist 
nerds who crowd around 
the DJ booth. 

Ultimately, Anti-Theft 
Device will make you say, 
"Goddamn, that DJ made my day!" thanks to stellar tracks such as "An Astro- 
naut." This cut's beats impressively recount the history of rap in one song; they 
lurch from Afrika Bambaataa-style electronics and dusted RZA-esque murk to 
dub freakiness. All of which are held together by slicing and dicing so inspired, 
it has Ginsu running scared. Tracks like "Billie Klubb," though, seal the deal: 
such fiinkily innovative sonic collages recall rap's late '80s D.A.I.S.Y. age. Mbt 
Master Mike beats you down with his jams. MattDieU 
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We know you're going to say, "You don't miss the water 'til the well runs 
dry," but when is Arsenic Hail going to host another talk show? 




a stage as fast? 8. Are Radiohcad sin- //o/^c'sVondie Curtis-Hall kinda corny 



glehandedly making the -■ 

term "artrodc" respectable? t 

i« . ^ 

3 9L Why, right now, do we 



2. Why is Wesley Snipes doing his best 
Avery Brooks (as Spenser: For Hire's Hawk) 
impression in the bizzare vampire flick 
Blade} 3. Bizzy Bone's new solo look- 
red alligator-skin knee-length coat and 
ruffles— is very Purple Rain, no?4. So now 
that Scary Spice is lead singer of the Spice 
Girls, does that mean they'll be more, urn, 
soulfuR 5. Why 
does Lauryn Hill 
totally come off 





with "You might win some / but 
you just 'Lost One'"? 6. Why 
does Monica and Brandy's 
recent duet make us want to say, 
"Brandy! The boy is Moni-^ 
ca's!"? 7. Big Pun went 
gold in four weeks 
with his debut 
album. Capi- 
tal Punishment. 
He's dope, but 
can he move across 



^miss Dru Hill? 10. And 
while we're on guy 
groups, when is Wanya 
Morris going to give up 
on being a Boy— and 
become his own (solo) Man? 11. Is it us, 
or does Next's R.L. 
Huggar look a whole 
lot like Teddy Riley? 
12. And why does 
Queen Latifah look 

like the Wicked Witch of the West in 
that black getup in her new double 
video for "Bananas" and "Papers"? 




acting? 16. Why do 



BURGER 

KING 





we still love 112's 
"Cupid"? 17. And 
while we're on 
straight-up jams, 
what about Aaliyah's 
"Are You That Some- 
body?" 18. Are you 
hating Burger King's sing-along com- 
mercials as much as we are? 19L Why, 
for some reason, do we really love 
NBC's The Pretender? 
20. And finally, 
^ why are we wa \ 
too excited to 
be five years 
old???????? 



Go, Monica! 



:ross ■ 



side of the house has "the 
real hip hop" for 45 minutes 
count as a concert? 14. Zim 
Zimma! Why are we still 
fiending for the keys to 
Beenie Man's Beema? 



r 

W Zir 



15. Is it us, or is Chicago 



ANTHOMV CUTAJAP 




13. Encouraging audience par- 
ticipation is cool, 
but why does 
asking a crowd 
scream out about which 



Copyrighted material 





ViBEFashion: "Love Deluxe" 
page 234: 

Red polymide, elastane, and cotton bodysuit 
$504 by La Pcrla available at Etoile, Westport, 
CO and Martier, N.Y.C.; stockings by Freder- 
ick's of Hollywood; shoes by cK Calvin Klein, 
page 235: 

Olive wool double-breasted coat $995 and olive 
cashmere sweater $495, both by Ralph Lauren 
Purple Label available at Ralph Lauren, N.Y.C., 
Saks Fifth Avenue, N.Y.C., Barneys New York, 
and 1. Magnin, San Francisco, 
page 236: 

Silver polyester, cotton, and Lycra dress with 
hand-painted tulle overlay $5,030 by Dolce & 
Gabbana available at select Nordstrom stores, 
Louis, Boston, Carla Martinengo, Dallas, and 
Dolce & Gabbana Boutique, N.Y.C.; silverfox 
donut $3,235 by Isaac Mizrahi available by spe- 
cial order at Bergdorf Goodman; shoes by 
Robert Clergerie; dog collar and leash, both by 
Gucci; dog collar and leash, both by Coach, 
page 237: 

Chocolate brown bear coat $2,000 by Gianfran- 
co FERRE available at Gianfranco FERRE Bou- 
tiques, N.Y.C. and L.A.; dark brown mink coat 
$8,880 by Gucci available at Gucci, N.Y.C, 
L.A., and San Francisco; watch by Cartier. 
page 238: 

Gray cashmere coat with fur collar $3,000, gray 
wool and viscose tank with rhinestone trim 
$1,500, and gray wool flatfront pants $500, all by 
Gianni Versace Men's available at select Versace 
Boutiques nationwide; platinum watch by IWC. 
page 239: 

From leftiBlack nylon GG bra S180 and GG 
panty $150, both by Gucci available at select 
Gucci stores; black nylon sheer bra $115 and 
sheer panty $180, both by Gucci available at 
Louis, Boston; shoes by Manolo Blahnik; 
boots by Kenneth Cole, 
page 240: 

Red polar fleece vest $400 and ardesia wool knit 
anorak $490, both by Prada available at Prada, 
N.Y.C, Paragon, N.Y.C, and Neiman Marcus, 
Washington, D.C 
page 241: 

Black leather neck piece $110 by CoSTUME 
NATIONAL available at CoSTUME NATION- 
AL, N.Y.C; black silk zip top $327 by CoS- 
TUME NATIONAL available at Barneys New 
York, Beverly Hills, CA, and Chicago; diamond 
earrings, ring, and bracelet, all by H. Stem, 
page 242: 

Charcoal wool and viscose three-button suit 
with pleated pants $835 and white cotton dress 
shirt $150, both by Emporio Armani available 
at Emporio Armani stores nationwide, 
page 243: 

Champagne by Veuve Clicquot Ponsardin. 

ViBEStyle: "(Re) Enter the Dragon" 
page 244: 

Counterclockwise: Navy linen and cotton draw- 
string pants $175 by DKNY Mens available at 
select Bloomingdale's and Macy's stores 
nationwide; armband byjutta Neumann; shoes 
by Nike; beige cotton polyester jersey zip-front 
jacket $99 by Diesel available at American Rag, 



L.A., olive cargo pants with pouch $240 by 
W&LT available at Urban Evolution, Charlotte, 
NC, Politix, L.A., and Antique Boutique, 
N.Y.C; sUdes by Fila; black wool and viscose 
jersey knit dress with bell sleeves and red lining 
$885 by Jean Paul Gauttier Classique available 
Marshall Fields, Chicago; shoes by Manolo 
Blahnik; turquoise and metallic threaded bro- 
cade Thai silk halter top $300 and fucshia wool 
panel pants $400, both by Alpana Bawa avail- 
able exclusively at Alpana Bawa (for more infor- 
mation, please call 212-965-0559); shoes by 
Manolo Blahnik. 
page 245: 

From left; Black georgette shirt $1,900, black 
leather center vent jacket $2,200, black pants 
with silver metallic stripe $750, and belt, all by 
Tommy Hilfigcr Collection available exclusive- 
ly at Tommy Hilfiger, Beverly Hills, CA; sneak- 
ers by Adidas; brown silk taffeta kimono $925 
by Jean Paul Gaulticr Classique available at 
Neiman Marcus stores L.A., San Francisco, and 
Chicago; purple silk taffeta pants $425 by Jean 
Paul Gaultier Classique available at Neiman 
Marcus, L.A.; shoes by Alpana Bawa. 
page 246: 

Light gray stretch wool shirting long-sleeve 
kimono top $295 and light gray stretch-wool 
shirting long skirt $385, both by Daryl K avail- 
able at Daryl K, N.YC, Untitled, N.YC, Traf- 
fic, L.A., and select Barneys nationwide, 
page 247: 

From left: Black wool suit with metal trim 
$2,750 by Thierry Mugler available at Daniel 
Fox, Palm Desert, CA, The Mirage, Las Vegas, 
and select Saks Fifth Avenue stores nationwide; 
boots by Patrick Cox; tiger-print nylon mesh 
tube dress $298 by Vivienne Tam (for more 
information, please call 212-966-2398); shoes by 
Manolo Blahnik. 
page 248: 

From left: Black nylon tearaway unlined pants 
with red trim $24 by Fila (for more informa- 
tion, please call 800-787-FILA); slides by Fila; 
watch by G-Shock; yellow rib stop nylon flight 
suit $99 by Avirex available at The Cockpit, 
N.Y.C. and L.A. (for more informarion, please 
call 800-2-AVIREX); shoes by Nike, 
page 249: 

Neon green spandex long-sleeve T-shirt $55 by 
W&LT available at Riccardi, Boston, Villain's, 
San Francisco, Bloomingdale's, N.Y.C, and Bill 
Hallman, Atlanta; olive textured nylon cargo 
pants $180 by W&LT available at Rolo, San 
Francisco, Hotel Venus, N.Y.C, Fast Forward, 
Seattle, WA, and Commander Salamander, 
Washington, D.C; shoes by Adidas; watch by 
G-Shock. 
page 250: 

From left: Gold polyamide, elastic, and Lycra 
lame dress $385 by Moschino Cheap and Chic 
available at Moschino Boutiques, N.Y.C. and 
L.A., and The Mirage, Las Vegas; shoes by 
Manolo Blahnik; black polysilk dragon-print 
shirt $44 by BC Ethic (for more information, 
please call 877-4-BCETHIC); black nylon train- 
ing pants $59 by Nautica by David Chu avail- 
able at select Marshall Fields, Bloomingdale's, 
and Macy's nationwide; armbands by Nike. 



page 251 : 

Black leather quilted halter vest $355 and black 
wool and viscose flatfront pants $255, both by 
Emporio Armani available at Emporio Armani 
stores nationwide. 

ViBEStyle: "Let the Music Play" 
page 252: 

From left: Black velvet suit $1,050 and black 
and gray silk shirt $400, both by Versace Clas- 
sic available at select Saks Fifth Avenue, 
Neiman Marcus, and Bernini stores nationwide; 
teal velvet print pants, black cotton button- 
down shirt, and brown faux fiir, all by Tommy 
Hilfigcr Collection available by special order at 
Tommy Hilfiger, L.A.; black wool faille button- 
down sequined dinner jacket, black wool faille 
pants, and white cotton button-down shirt, all 
by Moschino Uomo available at Moschino 
Boutiques, N.Y.C and Beverly Hills, Blooming- 
dale's, N.Y.C. and Miami, and Realta, Chicago, 
page 253: 

Red and gold chiffon beaded slip dress $2,700 
by Todd Oldham available by special order at 
Todd Oldham N.Y.C. 212-219-3531 or L.A. 213- 
936-6045; shoes by Kenneth Cole; beaded bag 
by Emporio Armani; white cotton and spandex 
pro-stretch tank top $27 by cK Calvin Klein 
Underwear available at Macy's, Blooming- 
dale's, and Burdines nationwide; gray cotton 
ribbed tank top $11 by Polo Ralph Lauren 
Underwear available at Macy's East, Macy's 
West, Bloomingdale's, and other fine stores 
nationwide, 
page 254: 

White cotton and spandex pro-stretch tank top 
$27 by cK Calvin Klein Underwear available 
at Macy's, Bloomingdale's, and Burdines 
nationwide; khaki cotton flatfront pants $68 by 
Phat Farm available at Jimmy Jazz, N.Y.C, Up 
Against the Wall, Washington, D.C, Dr. 
Denim, Philadelphia, Reggae Wear, Miami, and 
George's Department Store, L.A.; hat by 
Makins; sneakers by Nike, 
page 255: 

Silver glitter lurex solid shell $58, silver glitter 
lurex scarf $24, and scully, all by Esprit avail- 
able at all Esprit stores nationwide or please call 
800-4-ESPRIT; gray cotton ribbed tank top $11 
by Polo Ralph Lauren Underwear available at 
Macy's East, Macy's West, Bloomingdale's, and 
other fine stores nationwide; black nylon pull- 
on pants $68 by Polo Jeans Co. RALPH 
LAUREN available at Bloomingdale's, Macy's, 
and Polo Jeans Co. stores nationwide, 
page 256: 

Light blue mohair tank top $450 by Dolce & Gab- 
bana available at Dolce & Gabbana Boutique, 
N.Y.C. and Houston, and select Neiman Marcus 
stores nationwide; navy wool tuxedo pants $385 by 
Dolce & Gabbana available at Dolce & Gabbana 
Boutique, N.Y.C. and Houston; hat by Makins. 
page 257: 

Black sequined polyester and acetate vest $467 
and black wool trousers with sequins $695, both 
by ALEXANDER MCQUEEN; hat by 
Makins; shoes by Patrick Cox; charcoal rayon 
single-breasted vest and charcoal rayon pants, 

(conlinued on page 3081 
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POLO SPORT 
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RACE TO 




SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER S7, 1998 
ia AM, CENTRAL PARK. NYC 

Join the Fifth Annual Polo Sport Race to Deliver. Run it. Jog it. Walk it. 
It's only four miles. You'll help God's Love We Deliver continue delivering 
hot meals to men, women and children with AIDS. For more information, 
registration or to form a team, call 1.888.235.RACE. 

^ MerfeHeaMi. '^^•^^^ ® 

THE PITNESe FRAORAIMCE 




tHq ATchiues of 
African American 
Music and culture 



A T 



INDIANA UNIVERSITY 



Your source for rare and 
important material related 
to African American music. 
The AAAMC collections include: 
audio and video recordings; 
pfiotographs: original scores; 
oral histories; and artifacts. 



For a complete list of 
holdings, visit our website: 

u; u; w . i n d i ai 1 a . e cJ u/ aaain c 



812-855-8547 
FAX: 812-855-8545 



• if 



J f^^:. E-nttailf afamarch@indiana.edu fi 
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(conlinued from page 30b 

both by Yohji Yamamolo pour Homme; white cotton and spandex 
pro-stretch tank top S27 by cK Calvin Klein Underwear; shoes by 
Coach; hat by Makin.s; black nylon and clastin corset dress $645 by 
Dolce & Gabbana available at Dolce & Gabbana Boutique, N.Y.C.; liois- 
ery by cK Calvin Klein Underwear; shoes by Patrick Cox. 

The Stylist: "New Wortd Order" 
page 258: 

From left: Charcoal belted jacket $690 by John Bartlett available at 
Saks Firth Avenue, N.Y.C. and LA.; charcoal kick pleat skirt $850 
by John Bartlett available at Barneys New York; black leather boots 
by John Bartlett; charcoal cashmere ribbed Henley S332 and char- 
coal stretch-rtannel high-waist pants $271, both by John Bartlett 
available at Untitled, N.Y.C, Moda, Pittsburgh, PA, and select 
Nciman Marcus stores nationwide; olive blanket wool storm troop- 
er coat $899 by John Bartlett available at Davis for Men, Chicago, 
select Neiman Marcus stores nationwide, and Traffic, L.A.; black 
boots by John Bartlett. 
page 259: 

Charcoal wool jersey Hemmingway turtleneck S352 by John Bartlett 
available at Untitled, N.Y.C, Moda, Pittsburgh, PA, and select 
Neiman Marcus stores nationwide, 
page 260: 

Black leather trench coat $1,825 John Bartlett available at Saks 
Fifth Avenue, N.Y.C. and L.A.; black leather boots by John Bartlett. 
page 261: 

From left: Brown leather shell $650 and brown skirt with kick pleat 
$200, both by John Bartlett available at Neiman Marcus, San Fran- 
cisco and Beverly Hills, CA, and Nordstrom's, Seattle, Scottsdale, 
AZ and Maryland; gray mohair coat with belt $1,575 by John 
Bartlett available at select Nordstrom's and Traffic, L.A.; midnight 
iridescent twill CPO shirt $306 and midnight iridescent self-belt 
pants $363 both by John Bartlett available at select Saks Fifth 
Avenue stores, Holt Renfcw, Toronto, Canada, and Halls, Kansas 
City, MO; olive blanket wool norfolk coat $1,003 by John Bartlett 
available at Untitled, N.Y.C, Moda, Pittsburgh, PA, and Traffic, L.A. 

Gear. "Straphangers" page 264 

1). Bombproof Kinkajou by The North Face $98 (for more informa- 
tion, please call 800-719-NORTH X155) 2). Alien by Outdoor Prod- 
ucts $65 (for more information, please call 800-438-3353) 
3). Newbie (Hacker Collection) by Kipling $74 (for more informa- 
tion, please call 800-KIPLING) 4). Fricks bag by Diesel $79 avail- 
able at select Diesel stores 5). Astral by Tommy Hilfiger $38 avail- 
able at Parisians, Dillards, and Marshall Fields nationwide 6). Neo 
Collection messenger bag by Coach $268 (for more information, 
please call 800-262-2411). 

"Sneak Peek" 

Lettemiaii by Converse $75 (for more information, call 800-428-2667) 

' Face: LH' Kim page 262-263 

Silver metal mesh strappy gown $14,000 by Versace Women's avail- 
able by special order at Versace Boutiques nationwide; shoes by 
Frederick's of Hollywood. 



VIBE^^:' magazine (ISSN 1070-4701) is published monlhly (except for combined De- 
cember/January and June/July issues) by VIBE Ventures, 215 I.cxington Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. iooi5. Periodicals postage paid at Nc» York, N.Y., and addiuona! 
mailing offices. Postmaster Send address changes to VIBE magazine. Box 
59580, Boulder, CO 80328-9580. Regular substripiion laic is Sti.93 per year, r-oi- 
cign subscnption rates arc: Canada S30.f>o; all other counrnes $50.00 payable in 
advance in U.S. funds. G.ST# R125160309. Vil. 5, No. 7 Copyright © kwS VIBE Vin- 
tures. Ail rights reserved. No part of this magazine may be copied or reproduced 
without permission t'roiii VIBE. Subscription requests, address changes, and adjust- 
ments should be directed to VIBE. Box 59580, Boulder, CO 80322-9580, or call 800- 
477-3974. Please print name and address clearly. VI BE cannot be responsible tor unso- 
licited materials. VIBE is a trademark ot VIBE Ventures. 
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ALPINE GEAR 
201 '488*8880 
FOR STORES NEAREST YOU 

BEAR USA 
201 •865*4600 
FOR STORES NEAREST YOU 

BEVERLY HILLS POLO CLUB 
410»675»1079 

FOR STORES NEAREST YOU 

0055 BY I.G. DESIGN 

410*675»1097 
FOR STORES NEAREST YOU 

OADA FOOTWEAR 
213*625»7373 
THE RNISH LINE 

AT SELECT STORES 

FOOTACTION 
AT SELECT STORES 

FOOT LOCKER 
AT SELECT STORES 
LADY FOOT LOCKER 
AT SELECT STORES 
TRANSIT 
NEW YORK, NY 

OAMANI OADA 
212*971»DADA 

DT FASHIONS 

NEW ORLEANS. LA 
KREW 
CHICAGO, IL 

S&D 
NEW YORK, NY 
SECOND BASE 
LOS ANGELES, CA 
SET IT ON 
HOUSTON, TX 

EHYCE 
800*483*6923 

ACTIVE WAREHOUSE & TRANSIT 

NEW YORK, NY 
FRED SEGAL 
SANTA MONICA & MELROSE, CA 
LARK CLOTHING 
CHICAGO, IL 
NORDSTROM 
NATIONWIDE 
UP AGAINST THE WALL 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 

GBX FOOTWEAR 
888*GBX*SH0E 

FOOT LOCKER 
GADZOOKS 
JIMMY JAZZ 



JOURNEYS 
MODELLS 

GROOVE CO. 
WEST COAST OFFICE 
310*576*2777 

MEW YORK SALES OFFICE 
212*354*1877 

THE BUCKLE 

KEARNEY, NE 
FOOT ACTION 
NATIONWIDE 
IMPERIAL SPORT 
FLINT, Ml 
JIMMY JAZZ 
NEW YORK, NY 
UNDERGROUND STATION 
NASHVILLE. TN 

GUESS? 
800*39*GUESS 
BURDINE'S 

MIAMI, FL 
DILLARD'S 
ALL STORES 
GUESS RETAIL STORES 

NATIONWIDE 
MACY'S EAST & WEST 
ALL STORES 

RICH'S 
ATLANTA. GA 

IMPULSE BY STEEPLE GATE 
888*429*7463 
CITY SLICKER 

DETROIT 
HARWYN MADISON SHOP 

METRO NEW YORK 
WENDELS 
CINCINNATI 

JANSPORT 
800*5JAHSP0RT 

LEE DUNGAREES 
800*453*3348 
FOB STORES MEAREST YOU 

LEVI'S 
800*USA*LEVI 

LIVE HARD 

CLOTHING AnmVIHG SOON 
SEE VIBE S READER RESPONSE 
AD FOR MORE INFORMATION 

LUGZ 
212*255*7637 

DOUMITT'S 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 
DR. JAY'S 
GREATER NY 



FINISH LINE 

NATIONWIDE 
FOOTACTION 
NATIONWIDE 
FOOT LOCKER 

NATIONWIDE 

FOR STORES NEAREST YOU 

2Vi*^6%5*%iB 

DR. JAY'S 

NEW YORK, NY 
FRED SEGAL 
MELROSE/SANTA MONICA, CA 
TRANSIT 
NEW YORK, NY 
UP AGAINST THE WALL 
WASHINGTON, DC 
ZEBRA CLUB 
SEAnLE, WA 

NUSOUTH 
888*327*6884 
FOR STORES NEAREST YOU 

mm3 

PELLE PELLE 
DONNA SACS 

GREATER DETROIT AREA 

DR. JAY'S 
GREATER NEW YORK AREA 
LARK CLOTHING 
CHICAGO, IL 

LEEDS 
CHICAGO, IL 
VAN DYKES 
GREATER DETROIT AREA 



CRICKET WAY 

COLUMBUS, OH 

FRED SEGAL 
LOS ANGELES. CA 
HIP HOP SHOP 

DETROIT Ml 

M&S INC. 
MILWAUKEE, Wl 

PHAT FARM 
NEW YORK, NY 

PNB NATION 
800*851*4304 

THE BUCKLE 

OMAHA, NE 
DR. JAY'S 
ALL LOCATIONS 
FOOTACTION 
NATIONWIDE 
FRED SEGAL 
SANTA MONICA, CA 



TRANSIT 

NEW YORK 

VRE PLAYAZ 
m*699*PLA)f 
DR. JAY'S 

NEW YORK, NY 
FINE'S MEN'S SHOP 

NORFOLK, RICHMOND & VA. BEACH, VA 
JIMMY JAZZ 
NEW YORK, NY 
MR. RAG'S 
WASHINGTON, OREGON, ARKANSAS, 
IDAHO, MONTANA, UTAH 
UP AGAINST THE WALL 
WASHINGTON, DC 

REQUEST JEANS 

21?*30?'6767 
BANG BANG BOUTIQUE 
NEW YORK NY 
BUIYAHKAH 
HOUSTON. TX 
GADZOOKS 
NATIONWIDE 
SIDS PANTS 
NEW YORK. NY 
UP AGAINST THE WALL 
WASHINGTON, DC 

STARTER 
800*776*5450 
BERT & GREGG'S 

MEMPHIS. TN 
DR. JAY'S 
NEW YORK. NY 
HARRY THE GREEK 

BOSTON. MA 
IMPERIAL SPORTS 
FLINT Ml 
WALTER'S CLOTHING 
ATLANTA, GA 

TRIPLE FIVE SOUL 

212*431*2404 
BOBBITO'S FOOTWORKS 

PHILADELPHIA, PA 
KNININKINPOOPS 
PLAINFIELD, NJ 

MOJO 
ANN ARBOR, Ml 

UNION 
LOS ANGELES, CA 
UP AGAINST THE WALL 
WASHINGTON, DC 

UNIONBAY 
THE BONTON 

YORK, PA 
THE BUCKLE 
KEARNEY, NE 
CARSONS 
MILWAUKEE, Wl 

GADZOOKS 
CARROLLTON, TX 

ROBINSONS 
N, HOLLYWOOD, CA 
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ANNOUNCEMENTS 

ATTENTION ALL RECORD OWNERS 

we will buy your old-school, 
Soul/R&B, Jazz 8i Rate Grooves Vinyl 
contact Jessie Lee @ (917) 285-7959 
(917) 764-5253 

WANTED: MEN 18 50 YRS. 
GET PAID FOR SAFE SEX! Lonely 
Women will pay for your intimate ser- 
vices. Really! Up 10 $i,ooo/wk! FIND 
OUT HOW: 1-473-407-8224 18+ LD Toll 

ARTISTS WANTED 

RECORD EXECS LOOKING FOR TALENT 

All styles. Send demo to: The A&R Dept., 
Record Industry Connection 420 McKinley 
St. Suite 111132 Corona, CA 91719. 

INTERNATIONAL RECORD COMPANY 

seeks recording artisls. Pis. send DAT or 
cass. with samples & resume. Must not 
be under contract currently. Hip- 
Hop/R*B only. FIVE ENTERTAIN- 
MENT, 2118 Wilshire Blvd., Ste 1050, 
Santa Monica, CA 90403 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 

Mike thoaiindi of dolUri promoriaf 
coMcJy. concerti. «nd othtr CTcati. 
1-100-537-0290 FREE INFO! 

TURNKEY ADULT WEBSITES only $495, 
90ot NUMBERS jmt {99 each. Free brochure 
1-888-572-S876 wn.ittimcommuiiicttioQi.coiii 

CABLE/ELECTRONICS 

CABLE DESCRAMILER KIT 

Only $14.95! See all the channels. 
Why pay hundreds more? 1-800-752-1389 

EDUCATION 



TERM PAPER 



, -Vtki. 

ttm $1 Fot oui CMkioe r 

lEnw; it.Di ouim wuia nms 

CAU TOU FREE 800-351-0222 

RBEAROIASSISTANa Smi,t, •aimk 

^'^Ij^jj^lJl^J^^ 

FINANCIAL 

OVERDUE BILLS? i-lot-yii-iMi Bad cred- 
it's no problem! Licensed/Bonded since 
1977. Apps to $50,000. Not loan co. Town 
& Country Accpt. 

HELP WANTED 

HOME TYPISTS, 

PC uteri needed. $43,000 income poten- 
till. Call i-8oo-si3-4}43 Ext. B-14S6 

INSTRUCTION 




BE A RECORDING ENGINEER 



800-544-2501 

MY. MJ. CONN 212-777-8550 



Institute of Audio Research 

M Uotvefslty Place. Gi&enwicn Village. New Vork. NY 10003 




UCTION 



Begin Your 

Career 
ON THE Right 
Foot 

Get the skills that cany weight in 
today's cieative tecIiiiok)gy-based careers. 

* Graphic Design 

* Computer Animation 

♦ Multimedia ' 

♦ Video Production ( 

♦ Web Site Administration ^ 

1-800-592-0700 ^ 

The Art Institutes ) 
xsl. IntemationaT ^ 

300 Sixth AtmucPinsbuigb, PA 15222 ^ 

16 locations, coast to coast 1 

www.aii.edu i 



Education for thi 
Wll. DLV Crf.ativf 



LOTW An Iwiium liiKfMiwMl*, Iw., m%. :T93-»I fj 
Mm il pngimu oAirrnl ii ill bciiion* If 
Flucul .vul.Uc « <k« -k. <tu-l<<T. MU W 



Full Sail IS O'le of the most extraordinary 
edocn.on.-ii exponences ir\ ihe world, offering 
hands-on training m thirty-three cutting- 
edge studios, production suites and com- 
puter labs. Students learn o" current gear 
that 's used «n making lodajr's Interactive 
games. CD't. movies, animations con- 
certs. 3D graphics, sound effects and TV ' 
shows The only thing more impressiwe than 
the facilities and equipment is the ^Ol^g list of 
successes, credits and awards that thou- 
sands of Full Sail grads have earned. 

800»226«7625 

www.fullsail.com 



Real World Education 



school of 
Audio-Film-Video-Digital Media 
Game Oesign'Show Production 

3300 U'-j^sri,t, Buo W.-Mt. Pjrk fL 32792 

Finjntul lid iva^tjble lO ihfljc w^O qualify )ob pllccrncni 

jivistance Accreduca br ACCSCT 



INTERNET SITES 

OVER 200,009 CD'S AVAILABLE Order 
by 12 pm EST shipped same day www.tow- 

errecords.com AOL = keyword: Tower 

JEWELRY 




Z DIAMOND BANDS • DIALS - BEZELS 
FOft RAPPERS • PLAYERS ■ HUSTLERS ETC 



You love music and want to 

make It a career 
We teach people who love 
music how to make it a career 
Let's talk. 




Recording Engineers 

SSL. Neve. Production. Hands on. 
6 month program 

Singers. Keyboardists. Guitarists- 
Bassists. Drummers 

Learn. Perform. Write Songs. Record. 
Programs from 3 months ■ 4 years 

Questions? 
www.ml.edu 



CONCERT INFO 





S37- ati^f nu fwaatgtr 

:<s tr ami 7m IMaM' ant$m W 

TT!- fjii^ 1723 Sp»*t9 

zra ffirH^* 7?4t ni ietrit f.»^ Mmrt 

7in Stts Pi.-- TIaMntf « M ifte 

i/r. J*!*: 7U4 WmtmM 

PLUS., .OVER 500 MORE! 

ft<nrn» Star Mcrf UHciSr LIse r«ut pttmt to tpmH 
otfl Utt tint thn» J*rr«n ot (A« «rf/(rt t»»t nsmt 
ft.ff. KKS-Onv s S77. Bnan mCKnight z 6J5) 




RECORDS, TAPES, CD'S 

FREE Catalog: Brealdxat, Dnim 'n Bats, Dance, 
Rare GiooTC, Jazz Sc more. Phat beats, smooth 
grooves. CD fle vinyl. Send request to: 
Confusion Recottls, 4 Meyer PL, Ste 3 KentSeld. 
CAM904 

VIDEO 

MAKE IT OR BREAK IT VIDEOS. 

HOT MUSIC VIDEO SHOW. 
1-888-419-0099. 
LIL' KIM, MASTER P, LUKE, 2PAC tc 
MORE. GET 2ND TAPE FREE 



MARTIAL ART MOVIES: ALL NEW 
AND GUARANTEED. WE HAVE THE 
WU-TANG COLLECTION, BEST OF 
SHAW BROTHERS, JET LEE AND 
MORE! CALL TODAY FOR A FREE 
TITLE LIST! 914-965-3876 



VIDEO 



BLACK DANCERS 

ON VIDEO! 

For free 8 page Catalog of 
Over 70 Videos Call 24hrs 

718-525-2000 

For Sample 2 Hr Video of 3 
Nude Dancers, & 1 Hr 40 Mm 
Preview Video mail Check or 

Morwy Order for $25 to 
U.V. Productions. Dept VB. 

P.O. Box 110620, JaiTMlcji. 
NY 1 141 1 . ( Discreetly sent by 
Pmrity Mail 2-4 day delivery 

Mailing list confidential )B*) 



HEALTH & VITAMINS 

SAFE STEROID I 
REPLACEMENT WITH I 
NO SIDE EFFECTS! | 

riptlon Heeiei > 
stniager maid be illegal 

MTRIBULUS TERRESTRIS 

Oramalically increases testosterone levels ithe I 

mosi potent natural anabolic = androgenic | 

hormone) Increased tesloslerone means easier > 

muscle growth along with increased lat burning ' 

mTRIBULUS TERRESTRIS ' 

Tested on healthy men show testosterone levels | 
signilicantly increasing 30°o 01 more m |usl 5 dayss 
(Milanov, Maleeva&Taskov documenialion 81 ) : 
1aO•^ GUARANTEED RESULTSl' 




IjrffllllJ 5 



One Bottle 190 Tablels) S29 95 . S5 S&H ■ 

Two BotiiesiSoecial aei 3id FREEi S59 90 ' 

. S5 00 S&H I 

FREE UndergioiintJ Newsletlei with older . 

Send _| Chech or _l Money Orrter 10 ' 

P.H.D. PHARMACEUTICALS I 
5603-8 W fiienaiv Ave -Peo Gieensboro NC 27410 | 



1-800-914-6559 



I 



Adtiiess 
Ciiv Slate Zip 



PENIS ENLARGEMENT Professional vacu- 
um pumps or surgical. Gain 1-3' 
Permaneni, Safe. Enhance erection. Free 
Brochure Dr. Joel Kaplan (312) 409-1950 
Lastest enlargement info 900-976-PUMP 
www.dr joelkaplan.com 

PARTYLINES 




Party til; 
YooDrop: 



GAY CRUISE PARTYLINES! 

1-800-666-OUYS 



tcrr Off cHiAPi »No premium (HAXCB J 



1-767-446-9021 



FREE • SEATTLE'S GRUNGE PARTYUNE 
1-206-479-FREE (3733) 

• No Premium Chaises 18+ Reg. Toll. 



PARTYLINES 



GAY UNDERGROUND 'm,) 
PARTYLINES gL 



1-70a-319-2006 



PSYCHICS 



i 



Adults Onlyrfleg Ld Toll 



i'-8do^S96-RAPP 
1 -809-4^9-3858 



-919-719-4015I 



1 HOT BEACH PARTY! 

1-21 7-873-0099 




^"N BIC APPLE PARTYLINE 

\tJ n\\ OF SU PRE«iyM CHSIiES . IJHI hH II'JE PARIY 



CHEAP ADULT TALK 
1 -767-445-2850 
1-800-PARTy-TOY 
1-900-TALK-2-ME.99C 
Ladies Free 1 -800-358-TALK 



mm??kmmi 

Baby this one's for you! 

1-801-473-9876 

long distance rates app^y 



SINGLES 

BLONDE, MIXED & ASIAN GIRLS. Eager to 
meet men for good times. Local names and num- 
bers 1-80D-876-5847 l8+$2.99/min 

FREE FOR WOMEN! Don't Wait! 
Find the man of your dreams today! 
Call 1-800-888-6069 18+ 

PERSONAL DATES, DESIRABLE WOMEN. 
Find out Free 1-800^98-9083 
Adults over 18 
PHONE NUMBERS! Local Singles & Couples 
1-900-420-0420 OtL 311 
Tryit,itwoiks! S2.95/inin. 18-t- 

GIRLS - BISEXUALS - GAYS - COUPLES 
Real Names & Phone Numbers 
l-&K>^2l-3283, 1-900-745-4560 $2.99/mm 18-t- 



LETICIA's DATING SERVICE 

Only 69c/min! Live 24 hrs! 
1-268-404-6063 
RICK'S DATING SERVICE 
1-268-404-6215 

■Rated Best Service of 1996 in tfie indusliy' 18-t Infl LO 



PSYCHICS 

LUCK, MONEY, POWER 
Sample our Psychics now! 
1-800-646-9435 
Adults over 18 

SAMPLE MASTER PSYCHICS 

Try it FREE 1-800-555-5223 
Special Samples Line. Adults over 18 



BES 

PSYCHI 
SOURC 

Astrology • Clainoyants • Tarn 
Numerology 
Have the life you alwass dreamed willt 
nmn:i/ii; hisii^hls from Rifled psy chics 

AS LOW MS $-|.e3/MIM 

1-800-404-8302 

CHEOIT €:MRI> 0«« CMfcOM 

1-900-370-6001 

RRST 2 MIM FREE $3.33,^ .r^ 





Try our rltli- ^muf) of [p/lt^ P\yhic» 
spedahziiig in your penonal questions ahtmt 
rrnnawe, loiv and mysteries of >Bi/r hearl. Our 
SperialisU u ill nnpouvr anil help f^uide you to the 
Irtw haplnmx^ yitu flesinv. 

FREE 2 MINUTES! S3.99/MINJIFTER 

J_-9()()-7cS()-9985 
1-800-577-5752 

AS LOW AS $1.93/MIN. 



AUTHENTIC & ACCURAH 
LATOYA 
JACKSON'S 

(ssn^. Psychic 
Vfyj Network 

Cell NOW! 

1 900 737 2737 \iS 

USE YOUR CREDIT CARD AND 
SAVE SIMPER MINUTE 

1-800 994 IBOO US 




Hg Authentic I 
LfnPsjchics I 
will help jfou find | 
LmimdlUPPntESS I 
U Lom In Your Tarot? 
I* Lov* In Vour SUn? 

^aaf* Hothtr Loot 

U* CAU NOW! 

1l»737-IB2llL>i> 

miiixaiuKDmummmmi 



1^ 



2odKGreu(i,lnc 
BociRttn,n. 



i kenny kingston 
Ipsychic hotline 




Nm yo: Cc can kraw infai 

fOWOMndMkir'Ub 
youompmortf and 
k avridenlalpsytfw 



Don't be 1-900-454-2098 

afraid. ' — 

Call now. 1-800-482-7681 



Love 
Advice 

/Jotv be really lotv tne? 
Will I ei 'er fiel married?' 
Is be beini^faUbfitl? 
Find Out H<Av To 
Get Your 

30 Minute 
FREE Sample 
Psychic ReadingI 

1-800-305-5871 

puipoiM crfy F>r« 3 fwnMM tO cah tn FTIEE. 





iters Shine Brijhler Willi Kenny's Psyiliii AiiYiie 




Do What the Stars Do! 

team today n hal 
your future holds for 
love, family, monq 
GclMme 

STU POWER 

oi your own! 

Call How 
lUnnr KInf tlen PsytW* HoIHm ' 
7davs - 34 howrs 

1-800-454-Z126 
1-800-B1 5-4585 mm 

a.99 MiMt* 

Adults and ErftftainfTigtOn^ GoM Coast Media he 30&^7&-1358 



BARBARA NORCROSS DC VTII I T 

THE PALM BEACH I UdA 

Psychic Advisor to tl)€ ^^B^^k i 

Ricti and Famous BE^*'^ 

She ^^^^^-^3^^ * 

El Paso Texas. Mie 3. " f 

HiTsuTNEmicmoKoiMtE TDI I- KHKK 

S»TnoS!!' l-888-60ff-'Slll 



. Ir- AMAZING J'i^' SO^o.iT-RS 

r IH ........... .^..^t^t.-y 

M ^1 The WORLDS niosO'j,) 

A ' Celebrated Psychic JiSijS^ 
■ W , WILL DOUBLE VOUiT 

^^^L CHANCES FOR FINDING 

ca;5-=^ LOUEAND HAPPINESS 
tiMUTlTTK CALL NOW! 

■ mm pMEC f>i tj > >: «' 



7tZfllgGn>»te-B«ato,R.-tobt16fi«yaag-FarEfiwwwM0rtt | 



TELEPHONE ENTERTAINMENT 

NEGLECTED HOUSEWIVES 
HOME ALONE 8t HORNY 
1-800-873-4126 1-900-993-6981 



CHEAP! ADULT! 24HRS 
FARTTLINE! ^■lSA■v,^^,l^ 
Tami Ljvc! 1-800-166^531 
Bored WtvesI 1-934-704-7206 
Eavesdrop! oii-6787-z498 
CollegeGirU! 011-6787-3174 
Ga)- Action! 1-268-404-6217 
Black Girii! l-<jS4-704-76qo 



Fr. 69«-l-/m LD 
DArELIN£!i-l6l-404'6299 

Homy Giriil 011-6787-3176 
NjTnphoi! 011-6787-3173 
Hot Girls! 1-268-404-6064 
Hardcore! 011-6787-3175 
BiCunous 1-268-404-6220 
H.S- Senion l-<j54-704-72o6 



YOUNG BLACK GIRLS! 
1-954704.7310 
1-268-4047371 



BLACK PARTY! 24HRS! ^%^r .b^^tlta LD 
Partyline Live! 1-268-4047371 
Black Singles Dateline! 1-268-4047372 
Hardcore! 011-6787.3172 

Gay Men Live! 1.268.404.6221 

HORNY GAY BOYS 
LET ME RUB YOUR BALD HEAD 
1.800-215-2697 1-900-993-7431 

adults only l8-f 

9oo#'iSUCK!! 
HOTGirYSCALLi-919719-4748 18-1- 
MANSCAN ACROSS THE USA i-2o6-479-I^EET 

KINKY & UNCENSORED TALK!!! 
Anything goej! $i.98/m i8-f 011-67875771 
1-800-616 WILD (9453) 1-900-337-0227 
CALL THE BOYS CLUB 
#1 RATED GAY DATELINE 
low Idr ■ 1-268-404-4466 • 18-f only 

LIVE! HOT! PARTY! 1.268-404-4920 
EAVESDROP UNE 011.592.597.970 
ADULTS ONLY! INT'L LD APP 
LIVE! PRIVATE! 1 ON 1! 011-683.8235 
LIVE NASTY PARTY! 011-509-900-247 

adulti only inl'l Id app. 

LIVE! 1 ON 1 SEX! 011-67873778 
KINKY FANTASIES 1-809-490-2215 
ADULTS ONLY! int'lldapp. 

1.800-756-2768 
I-SOO-.'IS-JVSJ 
1-800-200-1882 
l-SO0.7M-t688 
1 -800-5764437 
1-800-335-1018 
I8t S2.99/min 



HOR.NV BLACK BEAITIES- PARB ! 
HORNY H_S. SKNIORS 
HISPANIC G1R1.S - Callenlf! 
ASIAN BIMBm lus baniift. luntte 
Nikki. 26. J81)-24-28 lonel> u ird 
Cybil. 28.4«DD-2(l,W.he mv Mil boy! 
Sen .SursKl .Strippers! 800-695.2385 



XXX GAY FANTASIES! 1-473-407-8517 
H0T,H0RN>'4HUNGMEN! 1-473-407-8521 
GAY? BI? CURIOUS? i8-f 1-473-407-8538 

Dirty Deligbti. Phone Club for Men 
1-800-866.5239 
Adultl over 18 

IN YOUR FACE PHONE SEX 011-683-8460 
CHEAP* NASTY 1.809-49M657 

MUSTBEi8-(-!LOWINTLLD APP- 
VOYEURS: LISTEN IN ON ACTUAL LIVE phone 
lex! 140O.964-4356 , 1-900-993-5737 
College age girh 1-900-993-5790 i8-f $2.5o/min 

LIVE KINKY TALK 011750-4998-6936 
XXX PHONE SEX NOW!! 011-509-900-076 

L0W1NTT.LD OVER i8 ONLY! 

Sexually Agressive Girli 1-800758-3724 
TTTiUatingTaUi/BustyBabei 1-900-993-8146 
Stunning She-Males 1-900993-8396, 18+ from $2.30 

Lonley Housewives Need Relief!!! 
Live lOni! $2.98/m 18-1^ • www.WET3.con1 
1-800.227-8787 * 1-900^666010 • 01167877549 

WELCOME TO CLUB MALE! 
'■473-93*'0'' 
ENTER THE MAN ZONE 



Meet 



1-541-592-1572 
Pre-Screened Studs! 



18+ 



THE MALE ROOM 
Come in the back door! 24 hrs! 
New! Gay! Live! i8-f 1-268-404-6218 
XXX Gay! LD 1-767-446-9053 

FREE! 
ALL NEW • ALL GAY 
1-800 FREE - GAY (373-3429) 18-1- 

CHEAP THRILLS!! 
TALK * LISTEN • GET LUCKY* LIVE!! 
PC INC. 1-268-404-4737 LOWINTLLD 

THE SEX STORE IS OPEN 24 Hra. 
1-800-SEXYCHIC 1-664-410-toni 
1767.447-8468 i8+lnt'ILD 1-268-404-PLAY 

COME JOIN THE ULTIMATE HOUSE PARTY! 
1.515.678-1201 iB-*- 
RY ON YOUR OWN PRIVATE AIRLINES 

i-473-938-474° 

SCAN THE USA'S HOTTEST MEN 

■-5'5-678-'-2'3_ 
CHEAP! i8-f LOW LP TOLL 

LIVE HARDCORE PARTY! 1767-447-8391 
MEET SEXY GIRLS NOW! UVE! 1-900-903-4700 
LOWINTLLD ADULTS ONLY 



FOR ADVERTISING INFORMATION CALL ANN DAVID AT 31 2.321 .791 2 OR E-MAIL VS0LASSADSaAOL.COM 



Uprops 



THE JUICE CREW 






This is the place where stars are bom!" Back 
In 1986, MC Shan's reverberating nasal 
tones proudly paid tribute to the Infamous 
Queensbridge Housing Projects ("The Bridge," 
Bridge Records). But he just as easily might've 
been referring to his then emerging hip hop 
clique, the Juice Crew. 

Originally formed around silky-voiced WBLS 
Rap Attack radio hostMr^Magic, this Brooklyn- 
Queens coopetative boasted an iconic presence 
at each member's position. MCStian was the fear- 
less. Puma-clad street commentator; Roxanne 
Shante, the project princess with a blte-you-tiack 
attitude. There was the Ijeloved clown prince, Biz 
Marfoe, and Big Daddy Kane, the ultimate smooth 
operator. Kool G Rcip, the relentless rhymewreck- 
erwith the crisp lisp. Battle-ready freestyle fanat- 
ic MC Craig G. Tragedy, the intelligent hoodlum. 
Master Ace, the dapper intellectual don, and the 
crew's fragile-tenored crooner, T.J. Swan. In con- 



trol of the music, Rap Attack DJ and producer 
extraordinaire Mariey Marl forever changed the 
sound of hip hop with his unique beat barrages. 

So dominant were the Juice Crew All-Stars 
ttiat even the ire they provoked in their rivals 
would become the stuff of hip hop folklore: In 
1 986, Boogie Dowrtfroductions set off the Bronx 
vs. Bridge wars— see classic dis records like 
Shan's "Kill That Noise" (Cold Chillin', 1 987) and 
BDP's "The Bridge Is Over" (B-Boy Records, 
1 987) for details— and a new art form entered 
what is now refenred to as its golden age. 

"The Jufce Crew was the strongest force in ttie 
music industry," Mariey Marl said last year. "So for 
player-haters, it was like a breath of fresh air for 
somebody to come out from the Bronx trying to 
dis the hottest niggas." 

Ever ready to meet on-wax challenges from 
outside the group, the Juice Crew weren't nearly 
as capable when it came to juggling egos inter- 



i-rom len: nnasier nee, i;raig la, oig uaaay i\ane, ivianey 
Mari, MC Shan, T.J. Swan, Biz Markie, Kool G Rap 



nally. So, at the end of the decade, when Magic' s 
popularity sank and squabbles between Mariey 
and Biz and Kane and the crew's Cold Chillin' 
record label escalated, hip hop's original 
C.R.EAM. team splintered. 

Remember the clique, though, for what it was: 
rap music's true superfiends. From the joviality of 
Biz's "Pickin' Boogers" (Prism, 1 987) to the sar- 
donic sting of Shanty's "Have a Nice Day" (Cold 
Chillin', 1 987) to the simple supremacy of Master 
Ace, Craig G, G Rap, and Kane on Mariey's "The 
Symphony" (Cold Chillin', 1 988). the collective 
personality of the Juice Crew still eclipses the 
feigned charisma of some of their contemporary 
rap counterpeirts. 

"Not rockin' rtiymes like you're all used to/ But 
you jumped on the tip when you heard me and 
the Juice Crew," Craig G observed on "The Sym- 
phony." A decade later, we're still jocking them. 

Chairman Mao 



